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Ncc Phoebo gratior ulla eft 

Quamfibi quae'Vari praefcripiit pagina nomen." 

ViRG. 



T O 

' THE MEMORY OF 

JOHN SHEFFIELD, 
Duke or Buckingham, 

THESE 

HIS MORE LASTING REMAINS, 

(THE MONUMENT OF HIS MIND, 

AND MORE PERECT IMAGE OF 

HIMSELF) 

ARE HERE COLLECTED BY THE DIRECTION OF 

CATHARINE his Dutchess; 

DESIROUS THAT HIS ASHES MAT BE HONOURED, 

AND HIS FAME AND MERIT COMMITTED 

TO THE TEST OF 

TIME, TRUTH, AND POSTERITY. 
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TESTIMONIES OF AUTHORS 

CONCERNING 

HIS GRACE AND HIS WRITINGS. 

Earl of Ro s c o M M o N, ElFay on Tranflated Verfe. 

TT APPY that author ! whofe correft eflay * 
•*• -■• Repairs fo well our old Horatian way. 

Dryden, Abfalom and Achitophel. 
Sharp-judging Adricl, the Mufes' friend, 
Hitniclf a Mufe— Jn Sanhedrin's debate, 
True to his prince, but not a (lave of ftate. 

Dryden, Verfes to Lord Rofcommon. 
How will fweet Ovid's ghoft be pleased to hear 
His fame augmented by an Englifh peer ? 
How he embcUifhes his Helen's love. 
Outdoes in foftnefs, and his fenfe improves. 

Dryden, Preface to Virgil's iEneis. 
** Your ElTay on Poetry, which was publiflied without 
•* a name, and of which I was not honoured with the 
^^* confidence, I read over and over with much delight, 
** and as much inftru£Hon ; and, without flattering you, 
*^ or making myfelf more moral than I am* nst without 

* EiTay on Poetry, 

B 3 ibw^ 
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•» fome envy, I was loth to be informed how an epic 
** poem fliould be written, or how a tragedy (hould be 
" contrived and managed in better vcrfe, and with more 
** judgment, than I could teach others. 

" I gave the unknown author his due commendation, 
- ** I muft confefs ; but who can anfwcr for me, and for 
** the reft of the poets who heard me read the poem, 
** "whether we Ciould not have been better pleafed to have 
** fcen our own names at the bottom of the title-page ? 
** Perhaps we commended it the more, that we might 
" feem to be above the cenfuie, &c.'' 

Dryden, Ibid. 
** This is but doing juftice to my country, part of 
•* which honour will refle£l on your lordfhip, vVhofc 
** thoughts are always juft, your numbers harmonious, 
'* your words ohofen, your expreflions ftrong and manly, 
" your verfe flowing, and your turns as happy as they 
" are eafy. If you would fet us more copies, your ex- 
** ample would make all precepts needlels. In the 
" meantime, that little you have writ is owned, and 
" that particularly by the poets (who are a nation not 
" over-rlavilh of praife to their contemporaries) as a par- 
*• ticular ornament of our language : but the fwceteft 
** effences are always confined in thefmalleft glafles." 

Dryden, Dedication to Aurengzebc. 
How great and manly in your lordlhip is your con- 
tempt of popular applaufo, and your retired virtue, which 
iliinesi Oiily to a few, with v/hom you live fo cafily and 

freely. 
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freely, that you make it evident you have a foul which 
is capable of all the tenderncTs of friendfhip, and that 
you only retire yourfelf from thofe who are not capable 
of returning it ! Your kindncfs, where you have once 
placed it, is inviolable ; and it is to that only I attribute 
my happinefs in your iovc. This makes me more eafily 
forfake an argument on which I could other\vire delight 
to dwell ; I mean your judgment in your choice of 
friends, becaufe I have the honour to be one. After 
which, I am fure, you will more eafily permit me to be 
filent in the care you have taken of my fortune, which 
you have refcued, not only from the power of others, 
but from my worft of enemies, my own modefly and 
lazinefs : which favour, had it been employed on a more 
defcrving fubje£l, had been an efic6b of juHice in your 
nature j but as placed on me, is only charity. Yet withal 
it is conferred on fuch a man, as prefers your kindnefs 
itfclf before any of its confcquenccs ; and who values, 
as the greateft of your favours, thofe of your love, and 
of your converfation. From this conftancy to your 
friends I might reafonably aflume, that your rcfcntments 
would be as ftrongand lalling if they were not reftrained 
by a nobler principle of good-nature and generofity ; for 
certainly i: is the fame compofition of mind, the fame 
refblutlon and courage, which makes the grcatcll friend- 
lliips and the greateft enmities. To this firmnefs in all 
your adlions (though you are wanting in no other orna- 
ments of mind and body, yet to this) I principally 
afcribe the intereft.your merits have acquired you in the 
royal family, A prince who is conftant to himfelf, and 
B 4 ^^"aA.^ 
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i^eady m all his undertakings ; one with whom the 

charafter of Horace will at;rec : \ 

** Si fraftus illabatur orbis, 
** Impavidum fericnt ruinae." 

Such a one cannot but place an efteem, and repofe a con- 
fidence on him whom no adverfity, no change of courts, 
no bribery of intcrcft, or cabal of faftions, or advantages 
of fortune, can remove from the folid foundations of 
honour and fidelity. 

" Ille meos, primus qui roe fibi junxit, amores 
" Abftulit, ille habeat fecum, fervctque fepulcro." 

How well your lordfliip will dcferve that praife, I need 
no infpiration to forctel. You have already left no room 
for prophecy : your early undertakings have been fuch, 
in the fervice of your king and country, when you offered 
youdelf to the mod dangeious employment, that of 
the fea; when you chofe to abandon thofe delights to 
which your youth and fortune did invite you, taundergo 
the hazards, and which was worlc, the company of com- 
mon feamen ; that you have made it evident you will 
refufe no opportunity of rendering yourfelf ufeful to 
the nation, when either your courage or condu6l lliall 
be required, 

Bifliop Burnet, Preface to Sir T. More's Utopia. 

Our language is now certainly properer and more 
natural than it was formerly, chiefly fince the corredlion 
that was given by the Rehcaifal ; and it is to be hoped 

5 tlntt 
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that the Eflay on Poetry, which may be well matched 
with the heft pieces of its kind that even Auguflus's age 
produced, will have a more powerful operation, if clear 
ienfe, joined with home but gentle reproofs, can work 
more on our writers than that unmerciful expofing of 
them has done. 

Addison, Speflator, N^ 25 j. 
We have three poems in our tongue, which are of the 
fame nature, and each of them a mafter-piece in its 
kind : the ElT.iy on Tranflated Vcrfe, the ElTay on 
Poetry, and the ElTay on Criticifm. 

Lord Lansdowne, Effay on Unnatural Flights, &c, 

Rofcommon firft, then Mulgrave rofe, like light, 
To clear pur darknefs, and to guide our flight : 
With (Icady judgment, and in lofty founds. 
They gave us patterns, and they fet us bounds. 
The Stagyritc and Horace laid alide, 
Inform'd by them we need no foreign guide j 
Who feek from poetry a lading name, 
Alay from their leflbns learn the road to fame. 

Prior, Alma, Cant. 2. 
Happy the poet ! bleft the lays ! 
Which Buckingham has deign'd to praife. 

Garth, Difpenfary. 
Now Tybcr*s ftreams no courtly Gallus fee. 
But fmiling Thames enjoys his Normanby. 
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Pope, ElTay onCnticifm. 
Yet fome there were among the founder few. 
Of thofe who lefs prefum*d, and better knew. 
Who durft alTert the jufter ancient caufe. 
And here reftor'd Wit's fundamental laws : 
Such was the Mufe, whofc rules and pra6lice tell, 
** Nature's chief mafter-piccc is writing well," 

Pope, Mifcellanics. 
Mufe, 'tis enough j at length thy labour ends. 
And thou fliaU live, for Buckingham commends. 
Let crowdb of critics now myverfc aflail, 
Let Dennis write, and namclcfs numbers rail : 
This more than pays whole years of thanklcfs pain. 
Time, health, and fortune are not loft in vain j 
ShefTicld approves, confcnting Phoebus bends. 
And I and Malice from this hour aie friends^ 
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OEM 



BY THE 



DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 



THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. 

IN IMITATION OF THE FRENCH. 

IN thofe cold climates, where the fun appears 
Unwillingly, and hides his face in tears, 
A difmal vale lies in a defert ifle 
On which indulgent heaven did never fmile. 
There a thick grove of aged cyprcfs trees. 
Which none without an awful horror fees. 
Into its withered arms, deprivM of leaves. 
Whole flocks of ilUprefaging birds recAvcs : 
Poifons are all the plants that foil will bear. 
And winter is the only feafon there ; 
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Millions of gravcS o'erfprcad the fpacious field» 
And fprings of blood a thoufand rivers yield ; 
Whole dreams, opprefs'd with carcafles and bone^ 
Isftead of gentle murmurs, pour forth groans. 
Within this vale a famous temple ftands. 
Old as the world itfelf, which it commands j 
Round is its figure, and four iron gates 
Divide mankind, by order of the Fates : 
Thither in crowds come to one common grave 
The young, the old, the monarch, and the (lave. - 
Old age and pains, thofc evils man deplores. 
Are rigid keepers of th' eternal doors j 
All clad in mournful blacks, which fadly load 
,The fecred walls of this obfcurc abode ; 
And tapers, of a pitchy lubftancc made. 
With clouds of imoke increale the difmal fhadc. 

A monfter void of reafon and of fight 
The goddefs is, who fways this realm of night; 
Her power extends o*er all things that have breath, 
A cruel tyrant, and her name is Death. 
The faireft objeft of our wondering eyes 
Was newly oflefd up her facrifice ; 
Th* adjoining places where the altar flood. 
Yet blulhing with the fair Almeria's blood. 
When griev*d Orontes, whofe unhappy flame 
Is known to all who e*er converle with Fame, 
His mind pofTefs'd by Fury and Defpair, 
Within tlie facred temple made this prayer : 

Great Deity ! who in thy hands doft bear 
Tliat iron fccptre which poor mortals fcarj 

WTic 



THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. 13. 
Who, wanting eyes thyfelf, refpefteft none. 
And neither fpar*ft the laurel nor the crown ! 
O thou, whom all mankind in vain withftand. 
Each of whofe blood muft one day ftain thy hand ! 
O thou, who every eye that fees the light 
Clofeft for ever in the (hades of night ! 
Goddef*?, attend,;^nd hearken to my grief. 
To which thy power alone can give relief, 
Alas ! I aik not to defer my fate, 
But wifli my hapiefs life a fhorter date j 
And that the earth would in its bowels hide 
A wretch, whom heaven invades on every fide t 
That from the fight of day I could remove, 
And might have nothing left me but my love* 

Thou only comforter of minds oppreft. 
The port where wearied fpirits arc at reft j 
Condu£lor to Elyfium, take my life. 
My breaft I offer to thy facr^d knife ; 
So juft a grace refufe not, nor dcfpife 
A willing, though a worthlefs facrifice. 
Others (their frail and mortal ft ate forgot) 
Before thy altars are not to be brought 
Without conftraint ; the noifc of dying rage. 
Heaps of the flain of every fex and age. 
The blade all recking in the gore it flied. 
With fever'd heads and arms coofus'diy ipread. 
The rapid flames of a perpetual fire, 
Tlie groans of wretches ready to expire r 
This tragic fcene in terror makes them live. 
Till tl»at is forc'd which they Ihould freely ^we \ 
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Yielding unwillingly what heaven will havc» 
Their fears eclipfe the glory .of their grave : 
Before thy face they make indecent moan. 
And feel a hundred deaths in fearing one : 
Thy flan\e becomes unhallowM in their breaft. 
And he a murderer who was a pricft. 
But againtt me thy ftiongeft forces call. 
And on my head let all the temped fall ; 
No mean retreat ihall any weaknefs fhow, 
But calmly 1*11 expeft the fatal blow ; 
My limbs not trembling, in my mind no fear. 
Plaints in mv mouth, nor in my eyes a tear. 
Think not that Time, our wonted fure relief. 
That univcrfal cure for every grief, 
Whofe aid fo many lovers oft* have found. 
With like fuccefs can never heal my wound : 
Too weak the power of nature or of art. 
Nothing but deatii can eafe a broken heart : 
And that thou may*ft behold my helplefs date. 
Learn the extremeft rigour of my fate, 

Amidft th* innumerable beauteous train, 
Paris, the queen of cities, does contain, 
(The faireft town, the largeft, and the bed) 
The fair Almeria fliin'd above the red : 
From her bright eyes to feel a hopelefs flame. 
Was of our youth the moft ambitious aim ; 
Her chains were marks of honour to the brave^ 
She made a prince whene'er die made a dave. 
Love, under whofe tyrannic power I groan, 
Shcw*d me this beauty ere *twas fully blown ; 
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Her timorous charms, and her uDpra£^is'd look. 
Their firft affurance from my conqueft took ; 
By wounding mc, Ihe leam*d the fatal art. 
And the firll figh Ihe had was from my heart : 
My eyes, with tears moiftening her fnowy arms. 
Render 'd the tribute owing to her charms. 
But, as I foonell of all mortals paid 
My vows, and to her beauty altars made; 
So, among all thofe flaves that figh'd in vain. 
She thought me only worthy of my chain ; 
Love's heavy burden my fubmillive heart 
Kndur'd not long, before fhc bore her part ; 
My violent flame melted her frozen brcaft. 
And in foft fighs her pity fhc exprefs'd ; 
Her gentle voice allay 'd my raging pains, 
And her fair hands fuftain'd me in my chains; , 

Ev'n tears of pity waited on my moan, 
And tender looks were call on me alone. 
My hopes and dangers were lefs mine than hers, 
Thofe fiU'd her (bul with joys, and thefe with fear* j 
Our hearts, united, had the fame defires. 
And both alike burn*d with impatient fires. 
Too faithful Memory ! I give thee leave 
Thy wretched mailer kindly to deceive j 
Oh, make me not pofTelTor of her charms, 
JL,et me not find her languilh in my arms 5 
Pall joys are now my fancy's mournful themes ; 
Make all my happy nights appear but dreams : 
Let not fuch blifs before my eyes be brought, 
O hide thofe fcenes from my toimentiirg thought ; 

I And 
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And in their place difdainful beauty (how i 
If thou vvouM'ft not be cruel, make her (6 : 
And, fom'erhing to abate my deep defpair, 

let her feem Icfs gentle, or lefs fair. 
But I in rain flatter my wounded mind ; 
Never was nymph fo lovely or fo kind : 
No cold repulfes my defircs fuppreft, 

1 fcldom figlrd, but on Almeria's bread : 
Of all the palFions which mankind deftroy, 
I only felt cxccfs of love and joy : 
Unnumbcr'd plcafurcs charm 'd my fenfe, and they 
Were, as my love, without the icaft allay. 

As pure, alas ! but not fo fure to laft, 

For, like a pleafing dream, they are all paft. 

Fix)m heaven her beauties like fierce lightnings camt 

Which break through darknefs with a glorious flame ; 

Awhile they fliine, awhile our minds amaze, 

Our wondering eyes are dazzled with the blaze ; 

But thunder follows, whofc refiftlefs rage 

None can withftand, and nothing can afluage ; 

And all that light which thofe bright flalhcs gavc^ 

Serves only to condu6l us to our grave. 

When I had juft begun love's joys to taftc,. 
(Thofc full rewards for fears and dangers paft)- 
A fever fciz'd her, and to nothing brought ' 
The riclicft work that ever nature wrought. 
All things, below, alas ! uncertain ftand ; 
The fumcft rocks are fix'd upon the fand : 
Under this law both kings and kingdoms bend,. 
And no bci^inning is v>ixhout an end. 

A facritkc 
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A facrifice to time, fate dooms to us all. 
And at the tyrant's feet we daily fall : 
Time, whofe bold hand will bring alike to duft 
Mankind, and temples too in which they truft. 

Her wafted fpirits now begin to faintj . 
Vet patience ties her tongue from all complaint. 
And in her heart as in a fort remains ; 
But yields at lait to her refiftjefs pains. 
Thus while the fever, amorous of his prey, 
Through all her veins makes his delightful way^ 
Her fate 's like Semele's ; th)e flames deftroy 
That beauty they too eagerly enjoy. 
Her charming face is in its fpring decay'd. 
Pale 'grow the roles, and the lilies fade • 
Her ikin has loft that luftre which furpafs'd 
Thefun*s> and well defervM as long to laft : 
Her eyes; wliich us'd to pierce the hardeft hearts^ 
Arc ndw diiarm'd of all their flames and darts ; 
Tholt ftars now heavily and flowly move ; 
And fickncfs triumphs in the throne of love. 
The fever every moment more prevails, 
Its rage her body feels, and tongue bewails : 
She, whole dilHain fo many lovers prove, 
Sighs now for torment, as tl^py figh f^or love. 
And with loud ciics, which rend the neighbouring air; 
Wounds my iad heart, and weakens my defpdir. 
Both men and gods I charge now with my lofs. 
And, wild with grief, my thoughts each other xrofs, 
My heart and tongue labour in both e)ctremes. 
This lends up humbb prayers, while that blafphemcs r 

C laft 
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J aik their help, whofe malice I defy. 
And mingle facrilege with piety. 
Buty thsit which muft yet more perplex my mind^ 
To love her truly » I muft fcem unkind : 
So unconcem'd a face my forrow wears^ 
I muft reftrain unruly floods of tears. 
My eyes and tongue put on diflembling formsj 
I iliew a calmnefs in the midft of dorms j 
I fcem to hope when all my hopes are gone, 
Andy almoft dead with griefy difcovernonc. 
But who can long deceive a loving eye. 
Or with dry eyes behold his miftrcfs die ? 
When paffion had with all its tenors brought 
Th' approaching danger nearer to my thouglit^ 
OS on a fudden fell the forc*d difguiie, , 

And ihew'd a fighing heart in weeping eyes : 
My appreheniionsy ndw no more confin'd. 
Exposed my forrows, and betray'd my mind. 
The fair affli6led foon perceives my tears. 
Explains my iighs, and thence concludes my fears a 
With fad prefages of her hopelefs cafe. 
She reads her fate in my dejefted face ; 
Then feels my torment, and neg!e£ls her own. 
While I am fenfible of hers alone ; 
Each does the other's burthen kindly bear, 
I fear her deatli, and (he bewails my fear : 
Though thus we fuffer under Fortune's darts, 
'Tis only thofe of love which reach our hearts. 
Meanwhile the fever mocks at all our fears. 
Grows by our fighs, aod rages at our tears ; 

Tho 
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Thofe vain cfFcfts of our as vain dclire. 
Like wind and oil, increafe the fatal fire. 

Almena then, feeling the dcftinies 
Aboi^t to fhut her lips, and clofe her eyes ; 
Weeping, in mine, fix*d her fair trembling hand. 
And with thcfe words I fcarce could underftand. 
Her paflion in a dying voice exprefsM 
Half, and her Ughs, alas ! made out the reft. 

'Tis paft J this pang — Nature gives o'er the ftrife ; 
Thou muft thy miftrefs lofc, and I my life. 
I die } but, dying thine, the fates may prove 
Their conqucft over me, but not my love : 
Thy memory, my glory, and toy pain. 
In ipitc of death itfelf (hall llilt remain. 
Deareft Orontcs, my hard fate denies, 
That hope is the laft thing which in us dies : 
From my gricv'd brcaft all thofe foft thoughts are fl«d. 
And lovefurvivcs it though my hope is dead ; 
I yicM my life, but keep my paflion yet, 
And can all thoughts, but of Orontes, quit. 

My flame incrcalcs as my ftrcngth decays j 
Death, which puts out the light, the heat will raife : • 
Thatftili remains, though I from hence remow ; 
I lofc my lover, but I keep my love. 

The fighs which fcnt forth that laft tendctrword,' 
Up tow'rds the heavens like a bright meteor foar*d 1 
And the kind nymph, not yet bereft of charms, 
Fell cold and breathlefs in her lover's arms. 

Goddcfs, who now my fate haft underftood. 
Spare but my tears) and freely take my blood » 
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Here let me end the ftory of my cares ; 
My difinal grief enough the reft declares. 
Judge thou^by all this mifery difplay'd, 
Whether I Qught not to implore thy aid : 
Thus to furvive, reproaches on me draws ; 
Kever fad wiflies had fo juft a caufe. - 

Come then, my only hope ; in every place 
Thou vifiteft, men tremble at thy face, 
And fear thy name : once let thy fatal hand 
Fall on a Twain that does the blow demand. 
Vouchfafe thy dart ; I need not one of thoie. 
With which thou doil unwilling kings depofe r 
A welcome death the flighteft wound can bring. 
And free a ioul already on her wing. 
Without thy aid, moft mifcrable I 
Muft ever wifh, yet not obtain to die. 
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LE T others fongs or fatircs write, 
Provok'd by Vanity or Spite ; 
My Mufe a nobler caulc ihall move. 
To found aloud the praiic of Love : 

That gentle, yet refiftlefs heat, 
Which raifes men to all things good and great : 
While other paflions of the mind 
To low brutality debafe mankind. 
By love we arc above ourfclve« refin'd. 

Oh 
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OK love, thou trance divine ! in which the foul, 
Un clogg'd with wordly cares , may range without control j 
And foaring to her heaven, from thence infpir*d can teach 
High myfteries, above poor Reafon's feeble reach. 

I|. 
To weak did age, Prudence fomc aid may prove 
And curb thofe appetites that faintly move ; 
But wild, impetuous youth is tam*d by nothing lefs i 

than love. 
Of men too rough for peace, too rude' for arts. 
Love's power can penetrate the harddl hearts ; 
And through the clofeft pores a paifage find. 
Like that of light, to ihine all o*er the mind. 
The want of love docs both extremes produce i 
Maids are too nice, and men as much too loofe i 
While equal good an amorous couple find. 
She makes him condaitt, and he makes her kind. 
New charms in vain a lover's faith would prove j 
Hermits or bed-rid men they *11 fooner move': 
The fair ihveigler will but fadly find, 
There's no ftich euttuch as a man in love. 
But when by his chafte nymph embraced,' 
(For love makes all embraces chafte) 
Then the tranfported creature can 
Do wonders, and is more than man.' 
Bbthheaven and earth would our defires confine ; 
But yet in vain both heaven and earth combine, 
Unlcfs where love blefies the great dcfign. 
Hymen makes faft the hand, but love the heart $ 
He the fool's god^ thou nature's Hymen art } 
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%z BUCKINGHAM'S POEMS. 
Whofe laws once broke, we are not held by force. 
But the falfe breach itfelf is a divorce. 

III. 
For love the mifer will his gold defpife. 
The falfe grow faithful, and the fooliih wife ; 
Cautious the young, and complaifant the old^ 
The cruel gentle, and the coward bold. 

Thou glorious fun within our fouls, 

"Whofe influence fo much controls ; 

Ev'n dull and heavy lumps of love, 

Quicken*d by thee, more lively move ; 
And if their heads but any fubflance hold, 
Love ripens all that drofs into the pureil gold. 

In heaven's great work thy part is fuch. 
That mafter-like thou giv'ft the.laft great touchy 

To heaven's own mailer-piece of mian ; 
And (iniiheft what Nature but began : 
Thy happy ftroke can intofoftnefs bring 
Keafoii, that rough and wrangling thing. 

From childhood upwards we decay, 
And grow but greater children every day : 
So, rcafon, how can we be faid to rife ? 
So many cares attend the being wife, 
-'TIS ratlier falling down a precipice. 
From Senfe to Reafon unimproved we move ; 
We only then advance, when Reafon turns to Love. 
IV. 

Thou rcigncft o'er our earthly gods j 
Uncrowned by thcc, their other crowns are loads ; 

C 



ODE ON LOV£. ey 

One beauty's fmile their meanefl courtier brings 
Rather to pity than to envy kings ; 
His feilcnv ilaves he'takes them now ta he, 
Favour'd by love perhaps much lefs than he» 

For love, the timorbUs bafiiful maid. 
Of nothing but dcnymg is s^fraid;. . , ^ ^. 

For love Ihe overcomes her fliame, 
Foriakes her fortune^ and forgets her &me; .. 
Yet, if btit with a conftant lover bleft» "^ " / 
Thanks heaven for that, and never minds the reft 

.V. ' ■; ■■ •■ 

Love is the fait of life ; a higher taftc 
It gives to pleafure, and then makes it laft.. ' 
Thofe flighted favours which cold nymphs dilpenle,- , 
Mere common counters of the fenie, 
Defe6live both in metal and in meafurc, V V 

A lover's fancy coins into a treafure^ 
How vaft the rubjc£i ! what a boundlefs (lore 
Of bright ideas, fhining all before 
The Mufes' fighs, forbids me to give o'er ! 
But the kind god incites us various ways. 
And now I find him all my ardour raife. 
His precepts to perform, as well as praifc. 
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TO THE 

DUTCHESS OF R 

'T'HOU lovely flavc to a rude hulband's will, 
•*' By Nature us'd fb well, by him fo ill ! 
For all that gncfwe fee your mind endure. 
Your glafs prefents you with a pleafing cure, 
Thofe maids you envy for their happier ftate. 
To have your form, would gladly have your fate ; 
And of likellavery each wife complains, 
Without fuch beauty's help to bear her chains, 
Hufbands like him we every -where may fee 5 
But where can we behold a wife like thee ? 
tVhilc to a tyrant you by fate are ty'd, 
By love you tyrannize o'er all bedde : 
Thofe eyes, though weeping, can no pity move 5 
Worthy our gnef ! more worthy of our love ! 
You, while fo fair (do fortune what Ihe pleafe) 
Unlefs, unfatisfied with all our vows. 
Your vain ambition fo unbounded grows. 
That you repine a hufband (hould efcape 
Th' united force of fuch a face and (hape. 
If fo, alas ! for all thofe charming powers. 
Your cafe is juft as defpcratc as ours. 
Expeft that birds Ihould only fing to you, 
And, as you walk, that cv'r}' tree ihould bow ; 

Expca: 



ELEGY TO THE DUtCHlftSS OF R—. 85 
pcft thofe ftatucs, as you pafs, ihould burn j 
id that with wonder men ihbuld fbtues turn s 
:h beauty is enough tagive things lifcy 
t not to make a hufband love his wife : 
hu(band> worfe than fbtues, or than trees ; 
der than thofe, lefs fenfible than theft, 
en from fo dull a care your thoughts remove, 
d wafte not figbs you only owe to love. 
s pity, fighs ftx>m fuch a brealt (hbuld part, 
lefs to eafe fome doubtful lover's heart ; 
10 dies becaufe he muft too juftly prize 
lat yet the dull poflfcfTordoes deipite. 
js precious jewels among Indians grow, 
10 nor their uie, nor wondrous value know; 

we for thofe bright treafures tempt the main, 
d hazard life for what the fools difdain. 

L LETTER FROMSEA* 

^ireft, if time and abience can incline 
Your heart to wandering thoughts no more than mine; 
n (hall my hand, as changelefs as my mind, 
n your glad eyes a kindly welcomej&nd j 
n, while this notes my conftancy aflures, 
I '11 be almoft as pleas'd, as I with yours. 
I truft me, when I feel that kind relief, 
ence itielf awhile fufpends its grief: 
lay it do with you, but ftiait return } 
it were cruel not fometimes to mourn 
6 H!$ 



i» BUCKIiNGHAM'S POEMS. 
His fate, ^ho this long time he keeps away. 
Mourns all the night, and iighs out all the day; 
Grieving yet more, when he refle6b- tliat you 
Mud not be happy, or muft not be true. 
But (ince tQ me it feems a blacker fate 
To be inconflant^ than unJFortunate ; 
Remember all (hofc; vows between us paft. 
When I from all I value parted lad ; 
May you alike with kind impatience bum. 
And fomething mifs, ^U I with joy return ; 
And foon may pitying heaven that bleffing giv«. 
As in the hopes of that alone I live. 

L O V E*S SLAVE R Y. 

GRAVE fops my envy now beget, 
Who did my pity move 5 
They, by the rigjit of wanting wit. 
Are free from cares of love, 

Turks honour fools, becaufe they are 

»By that defeft (ecure 
From ilavery and tolls of war. 

Which all the reft endure. 

So I, who fijfier cold negled): 

\And wound^ from Celiacs eyes. 
Begin extremely to refpe£): 

Thcfe fools that (cem fo wife. 



LOVE'S SLAVERY. »7 

*Tis true, they fondly fet their hearts 

On things of no delight ; 
To pafs all day for men of parts, 

They pafs alone the night. 

But Cclia never breaks their reft ; 

Such (ervants fhe difdalns ; 
And fo the fops are dully bleft. 

While I endure her chains. 

THE DREAM. 

RE A py rto throw me at the feet 
Of that fair nymph whom I adore, 
•Impatient thofe^elights to meet 
Which I enjoy'd the night before j 

By her wonted fcornful brow, 

Soon the fond miftake I find s 
Ixion mourn'd his error fo, 

.When Juno's form the cloud refign'd. 

sleep, to make its charms more priz'd 

Than waking joys, which moll preYail, 
Had cunningly itfelf difguis'd 

In a ihape that coiild not fail. 

There my Celia's (howy arms. 

Breads, and other parts more deary 
£xpo(iDg new and unknown charms. 

To my ta&fportcd foul appear. 

TwaBk 
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Then you fo much kihdnefs Ihow,, 

My defpair deluded flics ; 
And indulgent dreams beftow- 

What your cruelty denies. 

Blulh not that your image Love 

Naked ta my fancy brought ; 
'Tis hardy methinks, to difapprove- 

The joys I feel without your fault. . 

Wonder not a fancy *d blifs 

Can fuch griefs as mine remove ; 
That honour as fantaftic is, 

Which makes you flight fuch conflant^love^ . 

The virtue which you value fo, . 

Is but a fancy frail: and vain 3 : 
Nothing is folid here below. 

Except my love and your di(^n. 



To One who accufed him of being too fenfual 
his Love* 

»T» H I N K not, my fair, 'tis fm or fliamc, , 

•*• To blefs the man who £0 adores ; 
Nor give fo hard, unjuft a name, 

To all thofe favours he implores. 
Beauty is heaven's mod bounteous gift efleem'df 
Becaufe by love men are from vice redeem'd. 

1 



TO ONE SENSUAL IN LOVE, z^ 

Yet wifli not vainly for a love 

From all the force of nature clear*: 
That is roferv'd for thofe ab9ve, 

And 'tis a fault to claim it here. 
For fenfual joys yeTcornthat we fliould love ye, 
Btic love without them is as mudi above ye. 

THE WARNING. 

T OVER S, who wafte your thoughts and youth 
•*-* In paflion's fond extremes, 
Who dream of women's love and trirth, 
And doat upon your dreams ? 

I ibould not here your fancy take 

From fuch a pleafmg ftate. 
Were you not fure at laft to wake, 

And find your fault too late. 

Then learn betimes, the love which crowns 

Our cares is all but wiles, 
•Composed of falfe fantaftic frowns, 

And foft diflcmbling fmiies. 

^With anger, which fometimes they feig». 

They cruel tyrants prove ; 
And then turn flatterers again. 

With as affe£^ed love. 

As if fome injury was meant 

To thoie they kindly us*d^ 
Thole lovers are the moft content 

TliMt have been am Tttxi^'^ ^xsx 
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Since each has in his bofbm nurft 

A falfe and fawning foe, 
*Tis jiift and wife, by (Iriking firft. 

To 'fcapc the fatal blow. ^ 

TO AMORETTA 

VrrHEN I held out againft your eyes, 
^^ You took the furcft courfe j 
A heart unwary to furprize. 
You ne'er could take by force. 

However, though I drive no more. 

The fort will now be pr»z*d. 
Which, if furrcnder'd up before. 

Perhaps had been defpis*d. 

But, gentle Amorctta, though 

I cannot love rcfift. 
Think not, when you have caught mc Co, 

To ufe me as you lift. 

Inconftancy or coldnefs will 

My foolilh heart reclaim : 
Then I come off with honour ftill, 

But you, alas ! with ihame. 

A heart by kindnefs only gain'd. 

Will a dear conqueft prove $ 
And, to be kept, muft be maintained 

At vaft expcnce of love. 
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THE VENTURE. 

OH, how I languifh ! what a llrange 
Unruly fierce defire ! 
My fpirits feel fome wondrous change^ 
My heart is all oq fire. 

Now, all ye wifer thoughts, away. 

In vain your tale ye tell 
Of patient hopes, and dull delay^ 

Love's foppiih part ; farewell, 

Suppoie one week's delay would give 

All that my wilhes move ; 
Oh, who fo long a time can live, 

Stretch'd on the rack of love ? 

Her (bul perhaps is too fublime. 

To like fuch flaviih fear ; 
Difcrction, prudence, all it crime. 

If once condemned by her. 

When honour does the (bldier call 

To fome unequal fight, 
Refolv'd to conquer, or to fall. 

Before his general's fight j 

ildvanc*d the happy hero lives i 

Or if ill Fate denies. 
The noble raihners heaven forgives^ 

And gloriouily he dies* 
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INCONSTANCY EXCU 
S p N G. 

IMuft confefy/ 1 am untrue 
To Gloriana'i eyes ; 
But he that *• fmiPd upon by yon^ 
Muft all the world defpife. 

In winter, fires of little worth 

Excite our dull de(ire ; 
But when the fun breaks kindly forthj 

Thofe fainter flames expire. 

Then blame me not for flighting now 

What I did once adore j 
Oy do but this one change allow. 

And I can change no more : 

Fixt by your never-failing charms^ 

Till I with age decay, 
Till languffliing within your arms, 

I figh my foul away« 

SONG, 

OHy conceal that charming creature 
From my wondering, wifliing eyts ! 
Ercry motion, every feature 
Pocs fume ravifli'd heart furprizei 



SONG. 33 

But oh, I lighing, lighing, fee 
The happy fwain ! fhe ne'er can be 
Falfe to him, or kind to me, 

• 

Yet, if I could humbly fliow her. 

Ah ! how wretched I remain ; 
'Tis not, fure, a thing below her. 

Still to pity fo im»ch pain. 
The gods fome plcafure, pleafuretakcy- 
Happy as ihemfch-'es to make 
Tholt who fuffer for their fake. 

Since your hand alone was given 

To a wretch not worth your care ; 
Like fome angel fent from heaven, 

Come, and raife mc from deipair ; 
Your heart I cannot, cannot mils. 
And I defire no other blifs i 
Let all the world befides be his. 

DESPAIR, 

ALL hopelefs of relief, 
-^ ^ Incapable of reft. 
In vain I ftrivc to vent a grief 
That's not to be expreft. 

This rage within my vein$ 

No reafbn can remove; 
Of all the mind's moft cruel paim, 

1 he iharpeft, fure, it love. 

D "^^t 
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Yet while I languifli fo. 

And on thee vainly call j 
Take heed, fair caufc of all my woe. 

What fate may thee befall. 

Ungrateful, cruel faults 

Suit not thy gentle iex ; 
Hereafter, how will guilty thoughts 

Thy tender confcience vex ! 

When welcome Death fliall bring 

Relief to wretched mc, 
My foul enlarged, and once on wing, 

In hade will fly to tliee. 

When in thy lonely bed 

My ghoft its moan ihall make. 
With faddeft figns that I am dead. 

And dead for thy dear fake ; 

Struck with that confcious blow, 

Thy very foul will Hart : 
Pale as my (hadow thou wilt grow, 

And cold as is thy heart. 

Too late remorfe will then 

Untimely pity Ihow 
To him, who of all mortal men 

Did moft thy value know. 

Yet, with this broken heart, 

I wilh thou never be 
Tormented with the thoufandth part 

Of what I feci for thee. 

5 
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On Apprehenfion cf lofing what he had newly 
gained. 

IN IMITATION OF OVID. 

SURE I of all men am the firft 
That ever was by kindnefs curft. 
Who muft my only blifs bemoan, . 
And am by happinefs undone. 

Had I at diftancc only feen 
That lovely face, I might have been 
With the delightful obje£t plcas'd* 
But not with all this pailion feiz'd. 

When afterwards fo near I came 
As to be fcorch*d in beauty's flame ; 
To To much foftnefs, fo much Ccnfc, 
Rcafon itlelf made no defence* 

Wliat pleafing thoughts poflefs'd my mind 
When little favours (hew'd you kind ! 
And though, when coldncfs oft' prevail'd^ 
My heart would link, and fjHrits fail'd. 
Yet willingly the yoke I bore, 
And all your chains as bracelets wore : 
At your lov*d feet all day would Ire, 
Dcfiring, without knowing why j 
For, not yet bleft within your arms. 
Who could have thou^t of half your charms ? 

D a Chaira<? 
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Charms of fuch a wondrous kind, . 
Words we cannot, muft not find, 
A body worthy of your mind. 
Fancy could ne*er fo high refle^V, 
Nor love itfelf luch joys expeft. 

After fuch embraces paft, 
Whole memory will ever laft, 
Love is ftill refle6i:ing back ; 
AH my foul is on a rack : 
To be m hell 's fufficient curfe. 
But to fall from heaven is worfe. 
I liv'd in grief ere this I knew, 
But then I dwelt in darknefs too. 
Of gains, alas ! I could not boaft ; 
But little thought how much I loft. 

Now heart-devouring eagernefs. 
And (harp impatience to polTefs ; 
Now reftlefs cares, confuming fires. 
Anxious thoughts, and fierce defires, 
Tear my heart to that degree. 
For ever fix*d on only thee : 
Then all my comfort is, 1 (hall 
Live in thy armsr, or not at all. 

THE RECONCILEMENT 
SON G. 

COME, let us now refolve at laft 
To live and love in quiet j 
We'll tie the knot fo very faft. 
That Time fljall ne'er untie it. ' 



SONG. 37 

The trueft'joys they feldom prove, 
' Who free from quarrels live ; 
'Tisthe moft' tender part of love, 
Each other to forgive, 

^V''hen leaft I feem'd concem'd, I took 

No pleafure, nor no reft ; 
And when I feign'd an angry look, 

Alas ! I lov*d you beft. 

Own but the fame to me, you '11 fini 

How bleft will be our fate ; 
Oh, to be happy, to he kind. 

Sure never is too late. 

S ON G. 

T^ ROM all uncafy paflions free, 
'*' Revenge, ambition, jealoufy. 
Contented I had been too bleft, 
If love and you liad let me reft : 
Yet that dull life I now dcfpife ; 

Safe from your eyes, 
I fear'd no griefs, but then I found no joys. 

Amidft a thouf^nd kind defires. 
Which beauty moves, and love infpires ; 
Such pangs I feel of tender fear. 
No heart fo foft as mine can bear : 
Yet I *11 defy the worft of harms j 

Such are your charms, 
•Tis worth « life to die within your arms. 

D3 Td' 
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TO A COQJJET BEAUTY. 

T^ ROM wars and plagues come no fuch harms, 

-*• As from a nymph fo full of charms ; 

So much fweetncfs in her face. 

In her motions fuch a grace. 

In her kind inviting eyes 

Such a foft enchantment lies ; 

That we pleafe ourfelvcs too ibon. 

And are with empty hopes undone. 

After all her foftnefs, we 
Arc but flavcs, while fhe is free j 
Free, alas ! from all dcfire, 
Except to fet the world on fire. 

Thou, fair diflembler, dofl but thus 
Deceive thyfclf, as well ^s us. 
Like a rcftlefs monarch, thou 
Wouldft rather force mankind to bow. 
And venture round ^he world to roam. 
Than govern peaceably at home. 
But truft me, Cclia, trull me, when 
Apollo's Itlf inlpires my pen. 
One hour of lovt's delight out-weigh* 
M'hole years of univerfal praife; 
And one adorer, kindly us'd, 
Ct ires' truer joys than crowds refu8*d. 
Tor what does youth and beauty fcrve .^ 
\\ li- more tli^in all your kx dcltivc ? 

\V: 
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Why fuch foft alluring arts 
To charm our eyes, and melt our hearts ? 
By our lofs you nothing gain : 
Unlefs you Jove, you pleafc in vain. 

THE RELAPSE* 

T IKE children in a ftarry night, 
•*^ When I beheld thofe eyes before, 
I gaz*d with wonder and delight, 
Infenfible of all their power. ^ 

I playM about the flame fo long, 

At laft I felt the fcorching fire j 
My hopes were weak, my paflion ftrong^ 

And I lay dying with dcfirc. 

By all the helps of human art, 

I juft recovcr*d fo much fenfc. 
As to avoid, with heavy heart. 

The fair, but fatal, influence. 

But, fince you (bine away defj>air,f 

And now my figtts no longer fliun,. 
No Perfian in his zealous prayer 

So much adores the rifmg fun. 

If once again my vows difpleafc. 

There never was fo loft a lover ; 
Tn love, that languifhing difeafe, 

A Ikd rclapfc we ne'er recover. 

D4 THE 
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THE RECOVER 

OIGHINGaDd lan5u;ih'iig I !ay, 
^^ A ftrangtr grown to all ddight, 
Pafiing with tedious thoaghn the day. 
And with uaquiet dreams the night. 

For your dear (ake, my only care 

Was how my fatal lore to hide ; 
For ever diooping with defpair. 

Neglecting all the world betide ; 

Till, like (bme angel from above, 

Cornelia came to my relief ; 
And then I found the joys of love 

Can make amends for all the grief. 

Thofe pleaiing hopes I now purfue 
Might fail if you could prove unjuft; 

But promifes from heaven and you. 
Who is fb impious to mifbuil ? 

Here all my doubts and troubles end. 

One tender word my foul affurcs ; 
Nor am I vain, fince I depend 

Not on my own deferty but yours. 
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THE CONVERT. 

Tr\ EJECTED, as true converts dic^ 
•*^ But yet with fervent thoughts inflara'd. 
So, faired ! at your feet I He, 
Of all my fex*s faults alham'd. 

Too long, alas ! have I abus*d 

Love's innocent and facred flame;. 
And that divineft power have us'd 

To laugh at, as an idle name. 

But fmce fo freely I confefs 

A crime which may your fcom produce. 
Allow me now.to make it lefs. 

By any juft and fair excufe. . 

Irthen did vulgar joys purfuc, 

Variety was all my blifs ; 
But ignorant of love and you, 

How could I chufe but do amifs ? 

If ever now my wandering eyes 

Seek out amufements as before ; 
If e'er I look, but to defpife 

Such charms, and value yours the morei 

May fad remorie, and guilty ihame. 
Revenge your wrongs on faithlefs me i 

And, what I tremble even to name. 
May I lofe all in lofing thee 1 



THE 
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THE PICTURE. 

IN IMITATION OF ANACREON. 

'T* HOU flatterer of all the fair, 
•*• Come with all your Ikill and csLrc; 

Draw me fuch a fliape and face, 

As your flattery would difgrace. 

Wifli not that flie would appear, 

*Tis well for you (lie is not here : 

Scarce can you with fafety fee 

All her charms dcfcrib'd by me : 

I, alas! the danger know, 

I, alas ! have felt the blow ; 

Mourn, as loft, my former days, 

That never fung of Celiacs praife ; 

And thofe few that are behind 

I (hall blcft or wretched find, 

Only jufl as (he is kind. 
With htr tempting eyes begin,. 

Eyes that would draw angels in 

To a fecond fweeter (in. 

Oh, thofe wanton rolling eyes ! 

At each glance a lover dies : 

Make them bright, yet make them willing,. 

Let them, look both kind and killing. 

Next, draw Iter forehead ; then her nofc. 
And lips jufl opening, that dUclofe 

Teeth 
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fo bright, and breath fo fwcet, 
ich beauty, (b much wit, 
r very foul they ftrike, 
ir fcnfcs pleas'd alike. 
Co pure a white and rcd> 
never, can be faid : 
are words in fuch a cafe ; 
is paint to fuch a face ? 
hould cither art avail us ? 
here itfelf muft fail us. 
ler looks, and in her mien^ 

I graceful air is fecn, 

f you, with all your art, 
ut reach the imaileil part ; 

her, the matchlefs fhe, 
all wonder moft at thee. 

:n her neck, and breafts, and hatr» 

ler but my charming fair 

n a thoufand things excel, 

I I muft not, dare not toll, 
vr go on then ? CMi ! I fee 
:ly Venus drawn by thee ;. 
w fair fhe does appear ! 

1 it only here and there, 
her yet feem more divine, 

Venus then may look like mine^ 
i: bright form if once you faw, 
y her would Venus draw, 

0«x 
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On Don Alonzo's being killed in Portugal, v 
Account of the Infanta, in the Year i68 

T N fuch a caufe no Mufe fhould fail 
•*• To bear a mournful part ; 
*Tis juft and noble to bewail 
The fete o'ffall'ndefert. 

In vain ambitious hopes dclign'd 

To make his foul afpirc, 
If love and beauty had not join'd, 

To raife a brighter fire. 

Amidft fo many dangerous foes 

How weak the wifeft prove ! 
Keafon itfelf would fcarce oppofc. 

And feems agteed with love. 

If from the glorious height he falls. 

He greatly daring dies j 
Or mounting where bright beauty calls, 

An empire is the prize. 

THE SURPRIZE 

Q A FEL Y perhaps dull crowds admire ; 
^ But I, alas ! am all on fire. 

Like him who thought in childhood pad 
Th»t dire difeafe which kill'd at lad. 
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I durft have fworn 1 lov'd before, 
Aod fancy'd all ehe danger Q*er j 
Had felt the pangs of jealous pain, 
And borne the blafts^of ccld difdain; 
Then reap'd at length the mighty gains. 
That full reward of all our pains ! 

But what was all fuch grief or joy, 
That did my hecdlcfs ears employ ? 
Mere dreams of feign'd fantaftic powers. 
But the difeafc of idle hours j , 
Amufement, humour, afledlation. 
Compared with tills iublimer paiiion, 
Whofe raptures, bright as thofc above, 
Outihine the flames of zeal or love. 

Yet think not, faireft, what I fing. 
Can from a love platonic fpring ; 
That formal ibftnefs (falfc and vain) 
Not of the heart, but of the brain. 
Thou art indeed above all nature ; 
But I, a wretched human creature. 
Wanting thy gentle generous aid, 
Ofhuiband, rivals, friends afraid ! 
Amidll all this feraphic fire. 
Am almoft dying with defire, 
With eager wiihes, ardent thoughts. 
Prone to commit love's wildeft faults ! 
And (as we are on Sundays told 
The lufty patriarch did of old) 
Would force a blcfilng from thofe charms. 
And grafp an angel in my arms. 
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A DIALOGU 

SUNG ON THE STAGE, 

BETWEEN AN ELDERLY SHEPHERD, . 
A VERY YOUNG NYMPH. 

SHEPHERD. 

"O RIGHT and blooming as the fpring, 
-■-' Univerfal love infpiring ; 
All our {wains thy praifes fing. 

Ever gazing and admiring. 

^YMPH. 
Praifes in fo high a ftrain. 

And by fuch a ihepherd futigy 
Are enough to make me vain, 

Yet fo harmiefs and fo young. 

SHEPHERD. 

I (hould have defpair'd among 

Rivals that appear fo gayly : 
But your eyes have made me young, 

By their fmiling on me daily. 

NYMPH, 

Idle boys admire us blindly, 

Are inconflant, wild, and bold ; 
And your ufing me fo kindly 

Is a proof you are not old, 

s u 
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S HEPHERD. 
With thy plcafing voice and fafliion, 

With thy humour and thy youth, 
Chcar my ibul, and crown my paifion : 

Oh ! reward my love and truth. 
NYMPH. 
With thy careful arts to cover 

That which fools will count a fault, 
Trueft friend as well as lover. 

Oh ! dclcrve fo kind a thought. 

EACH APART FIRST, AND THEN BOTH TOGETHER. 
Happy we (hall lie poflcffing. 

Folded in each other's arms. 
Love and Nature's chicfcflbleffing 

In the ftill increafing charms. 

So the dearcft joys of loving. 

Which Icarce heaven can go beyond, 
Wc '11 be every day improving, 

SHEPHERD. 

You more fair, and I more fond. 

NYMPH. 

I more fair, and you more fond. 

On One who died difcoyering her Kuidnefi. 

SO M E vex their fouls with jealous pain. 
While others fighfor cold difdain : 
I^ovc's various (laves wc daily fee ! 
Yet happy all, compar'd with me. 
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Of all mankind, I lovM the bcft 

A nymph fo far above the reft. 

That we outfhin'd the bleft above. 

In beauty Ihe, and I in love. 

And therefore they who could not bear 

To be outdone by mortals here, 

Among themfeives have plac'd her now^ 

And left me wretched here below. 

All other fate I could have borne, 

And ev'n endur'd her very fcorn ; 

"Sut oh ! thus all at once to find 

That dread account ! both dead and kind ! 

What heart can hold ! if yet I live, 

*Tis but to fhew how much I grieve. 

ONLUCINDA'S DE.AT 

/^ O M E all ye doleful, difmal cares, 
^^ That ever haunted guilty mind ! 
The pangs of love when it delpairs. 

And all thofe ftings the jealous find : 
Alas ! heart-breaking though ye be, 
Yet welcome, welcome all to me ! 
Whto now have loft— but oh !' how much ? 

No language, nothing can exprefs. 
Except my grief ! for ftic was fuch. 

That prailes would but make her lefs. 
Yet who can ever dare to raife 
liis voice on her, unlefs to praife ? 
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Free from her fex's fmalleft faults^ 

And fair as womankind can be : 
Tender and warm as lover's thoughts^ 

Yet cold to all the world but me. 
Of all this nothing now remains » 
But only lighs and cndlefs pains I 

T O A 
LADY RETIRING INTO A MONASTERV. 

WHAT bread but yours can hold the double fire 
Of fierce devotion; and of fond defire ? 
Love would fhine forth, were not your leal fo bright 
Whofe glaring flames cciipfe his gentler light : 
Lcfs feems the faith that mountains can remove. 
Than this which triumphs over youth and love. 

But (hall {bme threatening prieft divide us two^? 
What worfc than tliat could all his curfcs do ? 
Thus with a fright fome have refign'd their breath, 
And poorly dy'd, only for fear of death. 

Heaven fees our paflions with indulgence ftil^ 
And they who lov'd well, can do nothing ill. 
While to us nothing but ourfclves is dear, 
Should the world frown^ yet what have we to fear ? 
Fame, weal£h, and power, thofcliigh-prii'd gifts of fate^ 
The low concerns of a lefs happy ftatfe. 
Arc far beneath us : fortune's felf may take . ' 

Hei^ aim at ua> yet no impreHiom make i * 

■ -E Let 
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Let worldlings afk her help, or fear her harms ; 
We can lie fafe, lock'd in each other's arms. 
Like the bled fiints, eternal raptures know. 
And flight thofe ftormsthat vainly reft below. 

Yet this, all this you are rcfolv'd to quit; 
I fee my ruin, and I muft fubmit : 
But think, O think, before you prove unkind. 
How loft a wretch you leave forlorn behind. 

Malignant envy, mix'd with hate and fear. 
Revenge for wrongs too burden fbme to bear, 
Ev*n zeal itfclf, from whence all mifchicfs (pring. 
Have never done fo barlarous a thing. 

Withfuch a fate the heavens decreed to vex . 
Armida once, though of the fairer fcx ; 
Rinaldo flie had charm'd with fo much art. 
Hers was his power, his pcrfon, and his heart : 
Honour's high thoughts no more his mind could mov 
She footh'd his rage, and turn'd it all to love : 
When ftrait a guft of fierce devotion blows. 
And in a moment all her joys o'erthrows : 
The poor Armida tears her golden hair, 
Matchlefs till now, for love or for dcfpair. 
Who 18 not mov*d while the fad nymph complains ? 
Yet you now a£l: what TaiTo only feigns : 
A;id after all our vows, ouriighs, our tears. 
My baniih'd forr'ows, and your conquer *d fears : 
So many doubts^ fo many dangers paft, 
Vifions of zeal biuft yanquifli me at laft. 

Thus, in great Homer's war, throughout the field 
Some hero ftill made all things mortal yield | 
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But when a god once took the vanquifli'd fide, 
The weak prevail'd, and the vidterious dy'd. 

THE VISION. 

Written during a Sea Voyage, when fent to commani 
the Forces for the Relief of Tangier.. 

"ITT" Ithin the filcnt (hades of foft repofe, 
^ ^ Where Fancy's boundlefs ftream for ever ^ows ; 
Where the infranchisM foul at eafe can play, 
Tir'd with the toilfome bufincfs of the day ; 
Where princes gladly reft their weary heads. 
And change unealy thrones for downy beds{ 
Where fceming joys delude dcfpairing minds, 
And where ev'n j^aloufy fome quiet finds ; | 
There I and forrow for a while could part, 
Sleep closM my eyes, and eas'd a fightng heart. 

But here too fooh a wretched lover found 
la decpcft griefs the deep can ne*er be found ; 
With ftrange furprizc my troubled fancy brings 
Odd antic (hapes of wild unheard-of things 5 
Difmaland terrible they all appear. 
My Ibul was fliook with an unufual fear. 
But as when vifiops glad the eyes of faints. 
And kind relief attends devout complaints, 
Some beauteous arfgcl i"ft bright charms will fhine. 
And fpreads a gkwy round, that 's all divine j 

E i ■ '• ' - Juft 
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Jufl fuc|i a bright and beauteous form appears^ 
The monjders vaaifli^ and with them my fears. 
The faircft fhape was then before me brought. 
That eyes e'er faw, or fancy ever thought ; 
How weak are words to (hew fuch ezcellctice, 
Which ev'n confounds the foul, as well as fknfe t 
And, while our eyes tranfporting pleafurc find. 
It flops not here, but ftrikes the very mind. 
Some angel fpeaks her praife ; no human tongue^ 
But with its utmoft art muik do her wrong. 
The only woman that has power to kill. 
And yet is good enough to want the wiU ; 
I Who needs no foft alluring \yords repeat, 

Nor Audy'd looks of languiihing deceit. 
' Fantaftic beauty, always in the wrong, 

I Still thioks fome pride mull to its power belong ;. 

I An air afiedled, and an haughty mein. 

Something that feems to fay, I would be (een. 
But of all womankind this only fhe,. 
II Full of its charms, and from its frailty free, 

Deferves fome nobler Mufe her fame to raife,. 
By making the whole fex befide her pyramid of pra! 
She, fhe appeared the fource of all my joys, 
, The deareft care that all my thought employs : 

Gently fhe looked, as when I left her lafl. 
When firfl fhe feiz'd my heart, and held it faft : 
glljjl When, if my vows, alas ! were made too late, 

i I'l I faw my doom came not from her, but fate. 

■\ I- With pity then fhe eas'd my raging pain. 

And he£ kind eyes could fcarce from tears refrain : 

W 
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Why, gentle Twain, faid (he, why do you grieve 
In words I fhould not hear, much lefs believe? 
I gaze on that which is a fault to mind, 
And ought to fly the danger which I find : 
Of falfe mankind though you may be the beft. 
Ye all have robb'd poor women of their reft, 
I fee your pain, and fee it too with grief, 
Becaufe I would, yet muft not, give relief. 
*rhus, for a hulband's fake as well as yours, 
TN4y fcFupulous foul di^ded pain endures ; 
Guilty^ alas ! to both : for thus I do 
Too much for him, yet not enough for you. 
Oire over then, give over, haplefs fwain, 
A pailion moving, but a pafHon vain t 
Not chance nor time fhall ever change my thought : 
*Tis better much to die, than do a fault. 

Oh, worfc than ever I Is it then my doom • 
Juft to fee heaven, where I mufl never come ? 
Your foft compnflion, if not fomething more 5 
Yet I remain as wretched as before j 
The wind indeed is fair, but ah ! no fight of fhore. 
Farewell, too fcrupulous fair-one j oh! farewell j 
What torments I endure, no tongue can tell t 
l^hank heaven, my fate tianlports me now where I, 
Your martyr, may with eafe and fafety die. 

With that I kneel'd, and feizM her trembling hand, 
While fhe impos'dthis cruel kind command : 
Live, and love on j you will be true, I know ; 
But live then, and come back to tell me fo ; 

E 3 For 
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For though I blufh at this laft guilty breath, 
I can endure that better than your death. 

Tormenting kindnefs ! barbarous reprieve ? 
Condcmn'd to die, and yet comi>cll'd to live ! 

This tender fcene tny dream repeated o'er, 
Juft as it palVd'in real truth before. 
Methought I then fell groveling to the ground. 
Till, on afuddcnrais'd, I wondering found 
A ftrangc appearance all in taintlcfs white ; 
His form gave reverence, and bis face delight : 
Goodnefs and greatnefs in his eyes were feen. 
Gentle his look, and affable his mein. 
A kindly notice of me thus he took : 
** What mean thefe Bowing eyes, this ghaftly look f 
** Thefe trembling joints, this loofc diihcvel'd hair, 
•' And this cold dew, the drops of deep del'pair ?*' 

With grief and wonder firft my fpirits faint. 
But thus at lail I vented my complaint : 
Behold a wretch whom cruel fate has found, - 
And in the depth of all misfortune drown'd. 
There Ikines a nymph, to whom an cnvy*d fwain 
Is ty'd in Hymcn*s ceremonious chain ; 
But, cloy'd with charms of fuch a marriage-bed. 
And fed with manna, yet he longs for bread ; 
And will, mod hufband-like, not only range 
For love perhaps of nothing elfe but change. 
But to inferior beauty proflratc lies, 
And courts her love in fcorn of Flavians eyes. 

All this I knew (the form divine reply'd) 
And did but alk to have thy temper try'd, 

Whi« 
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Which prove fincere. Of both I know the mind ; 

She is too fcrupulous, and thou too kind : 

But fmce thy fatal love *s for ever fix'd. 

Whatever time or abfence come betwixt ; 

Since thy fond heart ev'n her difdain prefers 

To others love, I '11 fomethingfoften hers: 

Klfe in the fearch of virtue fhe may ftray ; 

Well-meaning mortals ihovild not lofe their way» 

She now indeed fms on the fafer fide, 

For hearts too loole are never to be ty'd ; 

But no extremes are either good or wife. 

And in the mldfl alone true virtue lies. 

When marriage-vows unite an equal pair, 

*Tis a mere contraft made by human care. 

By which they both are for convenience ty'd. 

The bridegroom yet more ftri£fely tlian the bridte ; 

For circumftanccs alter every ill. 

And woman meets with mod temptation £6X1 ; 

She a forfaken bed muft often bear. 

While he can never fail to find her there, 

And therefore Icfs excus'd to range eHcwhcre» 

Yet this fhe ought to fuffer, and fubmit : 

But when no longer for each other fit. 

If ufage bafc ihal! juft refcntment move, 

Or, what is worfe, affronts of wandering |ove ; * 

No obligation after that remains, 

*Ti$ mean, not juft, to wear a rival's chains. 

Yet decency requires the wonted cares 
Of intcreft^ children, and remote afiairs ; 

£ 4 3ut 
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But in her love, that dear concent of life» 

She all the while may be another^s wife : 

Heaven y that beholds her wrong'd and widow'd bed* 

Permits a lover in her hufband's Head. 

I flung me at his feet, his robes would kifs. 
And cry'd— Ev'n our bafe world is juft in thit; 
Amidft our cenfures, love we gently blame. 
And love fometimes preferves a female fame. 
What tie lefs ftrong can woman's will reilrain ? 
When honour checks, and confcience pleada in vaih i 
When parents threats and fiiends perfuaiions ha\. 
When intereft and ambition fcarce prevail. 
To bound that i^*x when nothing elfe can move. 
They *ll live rcferv'd, to plcafe the man they lore I 

The fpirit then reply'd to all I faid, 
She may be kind, but not till thou art dead ; 
Bewail thy meftiory, bemoan thy fate : 
Then fhe will love, when 'tis, alas ! too late ; 
Of all thy pains (he will no pity have. 
Till fad defpair has fent thee to the grave. 

Amaz'd, I vvak*d in hafle. 

All trembling at my doom ; 
Dreams oft' repeat adventures pad. 

And tell our ills to come. 



HELE^ 
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lELEN TO PARIS. 
FROM OVID, 

AnSLATED by the earl of MULG&ATSf 
AND MR. DRYDEN. 

THEN loofc cpiftlcs violate chafte eyes, 
She half confents, who filcntly denies ; 
' dares a ftrangcr, with defigns fo vain, 
riage and hofpitable rights profane ? 
. it for this your fete did fhclter find 
1 fuelling fcas and every faithlefs wind ? 

though a diilant country brought you forth, 
r ufage here was equal to your worth.) 

this deferve to be rewarded Co ! 
you come here a ftranger, or a foe ? 
r partial judgment may perhaps complain, 
think me barbarous for my juft difdain ; 
-ed then let me be, but not unchafte, 
ny clear fame with any fpot defac'd. 
igh in my face there 's no affefted frown, 
n my carriage a feignM nicenefs ihown, 
p my honoUr dill without a flain, 
las my love made any coxcomb vain. 

boldnefs I with admiration fee : 

hope had you to gain a queen like me } 
ife a hero forc*d me once away, 
. thought fit to be a fccond prey ? 

' Had 
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Had I been won, I had dcfcrv'd your blame, 

But fure niv pait was nothing but the iliame j 

Yet tlic bafc tbcft to him no fruit did bea*, 

1 Mcap'd unhurt by any thing but fear r 

Rude force might fome unwiUing kiflcs gam. 

But that was all he ever could obtain. 

You on fuch terms would ne'^er have let me goy 

Were he like you, we had not parted fo. 

Untouch'd the youth reftor'd me to my friends^ 

And modeft u^ge made mc fome amends. 

*Tis virtue to repent a vicious deed : 

I3id he repent, that Paris might fucceed ? 

Sure 'tis fome fate that fet5 me above wrongs,. 

Yet flill expofes me to bufy tongues. 

I '11 not compfciin, for who ''s difpleas'd with love. 

If it fmcere, difcreet, and conftant prove ? 

But that I fear— not that 1 think you baltr. 

Or doubt the blooming beauties of my face ; 

But all your fex is fubjeft to deceive. 

And ours, alas ! too willing to believe. 

Yet others yield, and love o'crcoraes the bed-— 

But why Ihould I not fiiine above the reft ? 

Fair Lcda's ftory feems at firft to be 

A fit example ready found for me : 

But (he was couzen'd by a borrow'd (hape9 

And under haimlefs feathers felt a rape : 

If 1 Ihould yield, what reafon could I ufc .>^ 

By what millakc the loving crime exculc ; 

Her fault was iu her powerful lover loft ; 

But of what Jupiter have I to boaft } 

Tb 
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^h you to heroes. and to kings fuccced, 
imous race docs no addition need ; 
great alliances but ui'elcfs prove 
ne that iprings hedclf from mighty Jove, 
en and boalt in fume lefs haughty place 
Phrygian blood, and Priam's ancient race, 
h I would flicvv I valued, if I durfl j 
ire the fifth from Jove, but I the firft. 
Town of Troy is powerful, I confefs, 

have rcafon to think ours no lefs. 

letter, fiU'd with promifes of all 

men can good, and women pleafant call, 

i expe6lation fuch an ample field 

ould move goddefits themfelvcs to yield : 

if I e'er offend great Juno's laws, 

felf Ihall be the dear, the only caufe 5 

r my honour I'll to death maintain, 

dlow you without mean thoughts of gain : 

hat fo fair a prefcnt 1 dcfpife ; 

ike the gift, when we the giver prize 5 

•tis your love moves me, which made you take 

pains, and run fuch hazards for my fake. 

e perceiv'd (though I diffembled too) 

ouiknd things that love has made you do : 

• eager eyes would almoft dazzle mine, 

hich, (wild man!) your wanton thoughts woukl 

fhine. 
rtimes you M figh, fomctimes diforder'd (land, 
with unufual ardour prefs my hand; 
rive jull after me to take the glafs, 
would you let the lead occadon pafs ; 

Which 
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Which oft' I fear'd I did not mind ^lone, 
And blufhing fat for things which you have dot 
Then murmur*d to myfelf, He *11 for my lake 
Do any thing, I hope 'twas no miftake. 
Oft have I read within this pleafant grove. 
Under my name, thcie charming words, I love^ 
I, frowning, fccm'd not to believe your flame. 
But now, alas ! am come to write the fame. 
If I were capable to do amifs, 
I could not but be fcnfible of this. 
For, oh ! your face has fuch peculiar charms. 
That who can hold from flying to your arms ? 
But what I ne'er can have without offence. 
May fome bleft maid poflefs with innocence. 
Pleafure may tempt, but virtue more Ihould mov( 
Oh ! learn of me to want the thing you love. 
What you dcfire is fought by all mankind ; 
As you have eyes, fo others are not blind : 
Like you they fee, like you my charms adore ; 
They wifli not Icfs, but you dare venture more. 
Oh ! had you then upon our coafts been brought, 
My virgin love when thoufand rivals fought. 
You had I feen, you Ihould have had my voice. 
Nor could my hufband juftly blame my choice. 
For both our hopes, alas ! you came too late. 
Another now is mafter of my fate : 
More to my wiih I could have liv'd with you. 
And yet my prefent lot can undergo. 
Ceafe to foiicit a weak woman's will. 
And urge not her you love to fo much ill ; 
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But let me live contented as I may. 
And make not my unfpotted fame your prey : 
Some right you claim, fince naked to your eyes 
Three goddefles difputed beauty's prize : 
One offefd valour, t' other crowns ; but (he 
Obtain'd her caufe, who fmiling promised me. 
But, firft, I am not of belief fo light. 
To think fuch nymphs would (hew you fuch a fight : 
Yet, granting this, the other part is feign'd, 
A bribe fo mean your fentence had not gain'd. 
With partial eyes I (hould myfelf regard. 
To think that Veuus made me her reward j 
I hum«ly am content with human praife, 
A goddcfs's applaufe would envy raife : 
But be it as you fay ; for 'tis confeft. 
The men who flatter higheft pleaie us beft : 
That I fufpe^ it ought not to difpleafe. 
For miracles are not believ'd wltH eaft*. 
One joy I have, that I had Venus* voice; 
A greater yet, that you confirmed her choice ; 
That proffer'd laurels, promised ibvereignty, 
Juno and Pallas, you contemn'd for me. 
Am I your empire then, and your renown ? 
What heart of rock but mufl by this be won ? 
And yet bear witnefs, O ye powers above. 
How rude I am in all the arts of love ! 
My hand is yet untaught to write to men. 
This is th' eflay of my unpra£ti8'd pen : 
Happy thofc nymphs whom ufe has perfe6l; made^ 
1 think all crime, and tremble at a fiiade : 
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Ev'n while I write, my fearful confcioias eyes 
Look often back, mifdoubting a furprize t 
For now the rumour fpreads among the croud. 
At court in whifpers, but in town aloud. 
DifTemblc you, whatc'er you hear them lay : 
To leave off loving were y6ur better way ; 
Yet, if you will diflcmblc it, you may. 
Love fecretly: the abfencc of my lord 
More freedom gives, but does not all aflford : 
Long is his journey, long will be his ftay, 
Call'd by affairs of confequcnce away : 
To go or not, when unrefolv'd he flood, 
I bid him make what fwift return he could : 
Then kilFing me, he faid, I recommend 
All to thy care, but mod my Trojan friend. 
I fmil'd at what he innocently laid. 
And only ani\ver'd, You Ihall be obey'd. 
Propitious winds have home him far from hence, 
But let not this fccurc your confidence : 
Abfent he is, yet abfent he commands : 
fi You know the proverb, ** Princes have longhantl 

Ij My fame *f my burden, for the more I 'raprais'i 

j A jufter ground of jealoufy is rais'd : 

1 Were I lefs fair, I migVit have been more blcft, 

Great beauty through great danger is polTcft. 
I ! To leave me here, his venture was not hard, 

I Becaufe he thought my virtue was my guard : 

He fcar'd my face, but trufted to my life. 
The beauty doubted, but bclicv'U the wife. 
z 
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You bid me ufc th' occafion while I can, 

Put in our hands by the good eafy man. 

I would, and yet I doubt *twixt love and fear; 

One draws me from you, and one brings me near. 

Our fianwjs arc mutual, and my huiband *s gone : 

The nights are long j I fear to lie alone ; 

One houle contains us, and weak walh divide, 

And you 're too prelfing to be long deny'd. 

Let mc not live, but every thing conspires 

To join our loves, and yet my fear retires. 

You court with words, when yoa fhould force employ'; 

A rape is rcquifite to fliatne-fac'd joy : 

Indulgent to the wrongs which wc receive. 

Our lex can fuffl-r what wc dare not give. 

What have 1 faid ! for both of us *t were bcft. 

Our kindling fire if each of us fuppreft. 

The faith of ftrangcrs is too prone to change. 

And, like themfclves, their wandering pailions range. 

Hypfipyla*, and the fond Minoian maid, - 

Were both by trufting of their gueft betray 'd : 

Pow can I doubt that other men deceive, 

When you youHclf did fair Oenone leave ? 

But, left I fhould upbraid your treachery. 

You make a itocnt of that crime to me. 

You grant you were to faithful love inclin'd. 

Your weary Trojans wait but for d wind. 

Should you prevail, while I aflign the night. 

Your fails are hoifted, and you take your flight ; 

Some bawling mariner our love deftroys, 

And breaks sfuader our unfiniih'd ^oy^. 
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But I with you ma/ leave the Spartan port. 
To view the Trojan wealth and Priam's court. 
Shown while I fee, I fhall expofe my fame. 
And fill a foreign country with my ihame. 
In Afia what reception fhall I find ? 
And what difhonour leave in Greece behind } 
What will your brothers, Priam, Hecuba, 
ilii And what will all your modeil matrons fay } 

Ev'n you, when on this aftion you reflect* 
My future conduft juftly may fufpedt j 
«,"§/ And whatever firangcr lands upon your coaft. 

Conclude me, by your own example, lofV. 
I, from your rage, a ftrumpct's name fliall hear. 
While you forget what part in it you bear : 
j!|i' You, my crime's author, will my crime upbraid: 

fj^ Deep under ground, oh ! let me firfl be laid ! 

I You boaft the pomp and plenty of your land. 

And promife all ihall be at my conunand : 
Your Trojan wealth, believe me, I deipife ; 
My own poor native land has dearer tics. 
Should I be injur'd on your Phrygian fhore. 
What help of kindred could I there implore f 
'Medea was by Jafon** flattery won ; 
I may, like her, believe and be undone. 
Plain honcft hearts, like mine, fu(j>e^ no cheat. 
And love contributes to its own deceit, 
The fhips, about whofe fides loud tcmpefts roar. 
With gentle winds were wafted from the Ihore. 
Your teeming motlier dreamt a flaming brand, 
Sprung from her womb, confum'd the Trojan land; 
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To fecond this, old prophecies confpire. 
That Ilium fhall be burnt with Grecian firfe : 
Botli give me fear, nor is it much allay'd, 
That Venus is obliged our loves to aid. 
For they who loft their caufe, revenge will take. 
And for one friend two enemies you make. 
Nor can I doubt but, fliould I follow you, 
The fword would foon our fatal crime purfue : 
A wrong (b great my hufband's rage would rouze^ 
And my relatioiis would his caufe efpoufe. 
You boaft your ftrength and courage ; but, aha ! 
Your words receive fmadl credit from your face. 
Let heroes in the dufty field delight, 
Thofc limbs were fafhion'd for another fight. 
Bid He^r fally from the walls of Troy ; 
A fweeter quarrel (hould your arms employ. 
Yet fears like tbefe ihould not my mind perplex. 
Were I as wife as many of my fex : 
But time and you may bolder thoughts infpirc; 
And I, perhaps, may yield to your dcfue. 
You laft demand a private conference > 
Thcfc are your words ; but 1 can goefs your fcnfc. 
Your unripe hopes their harveft muft attend : 
Be rul'd by me, and Time may be your friend. 
This is enough to let you underftand. 
For now my pen has tir'd my tender hand ; 
My woman knows the fecret of my hearty 
And may hexeafter better news impart. 
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PART OF THE STOR 
o F 
ORPHEUS. 

BEING A TRANSLATION OUT OF THE FOt 
BOOK OF VIRGIL'S GEORGIC, 

'nn I S not for nothing when juft heaven does fn 
•*• The injur'd Orpheus calls thefe judgments A 
Whofe fpoufe, avoiding to become thy prey. 
And all his joys at once were fnatch'd away ; 
The nymph, fore-dooniM that fatal way to pafs, 
Spy'd not the ferpent lurking in the grafs : 
A mournful cry the fpacious valley fills. 
With echoing groans from all the neighbouring hil 
The Dryades roar out in dtcp defpair. 
And with united voice bewail the fair. 

For fuch a lofs he fought no vain relief. 
But with his lute indulged the tender grief; 
Along the Ihore he oft* would wildly ftray. 
With doleful notes begin and end the day. 
At length to hell a frightful journey made, 
Pafs'd the wide-gaping gulph and dilmal Ihadei 
Vifits the ghofts, and to that king repairs 
Whoft heart 's inflexible to human prayers. 
All hell is ravifh'd with fo fwect a fong; 
Liijht fouls and airy fpirits glide along 
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In troops, like millions of the feather'd kind, 
Driven home by night, or fome tempcftuous wind : 
Matrons and men, raw youths and unripe maids ; 
And mighty heroes' more majeftic Ihades ; 
And Tons entomb'd before their parents face ; 
Thefc the black waves of bounding Styx embrace . 
Nine times circumfluent ; clogg'd with noifome weeds. 
And all that filth which {landing water breeds. 
Amazement reached ev'n the deep caves of death ; 
The filters with blue fnaky curls took breath; 
Ixion's wheel awhile unmov'd remain'd, 
Atnd the fierce dog his three-mouth'd voice rcftfain'd. 

When fafe return'd, and all tbefe dangers paft. 
His wife, rcftor'd to breathe frefh air at laft,. 
^Following (for fo Proferpina was pleas'd) 
^ fudden rage th' unwary lover feizM, 
He, as the firll bright glimpfe of day-light Ihin'd, 
C^ould not refrain to call one look behind ; 
^ fault of love ! could hell compaflion find. 
-A dreadful found thrice Ihoqk the Stygian coaft, 
EJis hopes quite fled, and all his Islbour loft ! 
Why haft thou thus undone thyfelf and me ? 
What rage is this ? oh, I am fnatch'd from thee ! 
C She faintly cry'd) Night and the powers of hell 
Surround my fight j oh, Orpheus ! oh, farewell ! 
Xly hands ftretch forth to reach thee as before j 
But all in vain, for I am thine no more ; 
No more allow'^ to view thy face, or day !— 
l"hen from his eyes, like fraoke, (he fleets away. 

F z Much 
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Much he would fain have fpoke : but fate, alas t 
Would ne'er again confent to let him pafs. 
Thus twice undone, what courfe remain 'd to tak< 
To gain her back, already pafs'd the lake ? 
What tears, what patience, could procure him eafc 
Or, ah I what vows the angry powers appeafe ? 
'Tis faid, he feven long moons bewaird his lofs 
To bleak and barren rocks, on whofe cold mofs. 
While languifhing he fung his fatal flame. 
He mov'd ev'n trees, and made fierce tigers tame. 

So the fad nightingale, when childlefs made 
By feme rough fwain who ftole her young away. 

Bewails her lofs beneath a poplar ihade. 
Mourns all the night, in murmurs waftes the dav 5 
Her melting fongs a doleful pleaf»rc yield. 
And melancholy mufic fills the field. 

Marriage nor love could ever move his mind ; 
But all alone, beat by the northern wind. 
Shivering on Tanais' banks the bard remain'd. 
And of the god's unfruitful gift complain'd. 
Circonian dames, enrag'd to be defpis'd, 
As they the feaiib of Bacchus folemniz'd. 
Slew the poor youth, and ftrew'd about his limbs i 
His heady torn off from the fair body, fwims 
Down that fwift current where the Heber flows. 
And ftill its tongue in dolefftl accents goes. 
Ah, poor Eurydice ! he dying cry'd s 
Eurydice refounds from every fide. 
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ESSAY ON POETRV^ 

^^ F all thofe arts in which the wife excel, 

^^ "Nature's chief mafter-piece is writing well : 

No writing lifts exalted man fohigh. 

As facred and foul -moving poefy : 

No kind of work requires fo nice a touch, 

And, if well finifli'd, nothing Ihines fo much. 

But heaven forbid we fhould be fo profane. 

To grace the vulgar with that noble name. 

'Tis not a flafli of fancy, which fometimes, 

Dazzling our minds, fets off the flighreft rhymes ; 

Bright as a blaze, but in a moment done : ^ 

True wit is everlafting, like the fun, 

Which, though fometimes behind a cloud retirM, 

Breaks out again, and is by all admir'd. 

I^ umber and rhyme, and that harmonious found. 

Which not the niceft ear with harfhnefs wound. 

Are neceffary, yet but vulgar arts j 

And all in vain thefc fuperticial pans 

Contribute to :he ftru6lure pf the whole, 

Without a genius too ; for that's the foul : 

* The " Eflay on Satire," which was written by this 
Kioble author and Mr. Dryden^ is printed among the 
Focms of the latter. 

F 3 A Spirit 



70 BUCKINGHAM'S POEMS* 

A fpirit which infpires the work throughout. 

As that of nature moves the world about ; 

A flame that glows amidft conceptions fit ; 

£v*n fomcthing of divine, and more than wit ; 

Itfelf unfeen, yet all things by it ihown, 

Defcribing all men, but defcrib'd by none. 

Where doft thou dwell r what caverns of the brain 

Can fuch a vaft and mighty thing contain ? 

When I, at vacant hours, in vain thy abfence mourn. 

Oh ! wh^re doft thou retire ? and why doft thou return. 

Sometimes with powerful charms to hiury me away , 

Viom pleafures of the night, and bufinefs of the day ? 

Ev*n now, too far tranfported, I am fain 

To check thy courfe, and ufe the needful rein. 

As all is dulnefs, when the fancy's bad ; 

So, without judgment, fancy is but mad : 

And judgment has aboundlefs influence 

Not only in the choice of words, or fenfe. 

But on the world, on manners, and on men ; 

Fancy is but the feather of the pen ; 

Rcafon is that fubftantial ufeful part. 

Which gains the head, while t' other wins the heart. 

Here I fliall all the various forts of verfc. 
And the whole art of poetry rehearfc ; 
But who that tafk would after Horace do ? 
The beft of maftcrs, and examples too ! 
Echoes at bcft, all we can fay is vain ; 
Dull the defign, and fmitlcfs were the pain, 
'Tis true, the ancients we may rob with eafc ; 
But who with that mean (hifc himfelf can pleafc. 
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'■ Without an a6lor*s pride ? A player's art 
Is above his, who writes a borrow'd part. 
Yet modern laws are made for later faults. 
And new abfurdities infpire new thoughts ; 
What need has fath*e then to live on theft. 
When fo much frefh occafion dill is left > 
Fertile our foil, and full of rankeft weeds. 
And monfters worfe than ever Nilus breeds. 
But hold, the fools ihall have no caufe to fear ; 
'Tis wit and fenfi^that is tlie fubje6t here : 
Defcfts of witty men deferve a -cure, 
And thofe who are fo, will ev'n this endure. 

Fiiil then, of Songs ; which now fo much abound. 
Without his ibng no fop is to be found ; 
A mod oflenfive weapon, which he draws 
On all he meets, againfl A^Uo's laws. 
Though nothing feems more eafy, yet no part 
Of poetry requires a nicer art ; 
Tor as in rows of richeft pearl there lies 
!Many a blemiihthat efcapes our eyes, 
The leaft of which defefts is plainlv Ihown 
In one fmall nng, and brings the value down : 
So fongs (hould be to juft perfection wrought j 
"Yet where can one be feen without a fault ? 
£xa£t propriety of words and thought ; 
JSxprellion eafy, and the fancy high j 
Tet that not feem to creep, nor this to fly; 
-14o words tranfpos'd, but in fuch order all, 
JV.S wroBght wkh care, yet feem by chance ta fall. 

•F 4 12^xfc» 
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Here, as in all things elfe, is moft unBt, 
Bare ribaldry, that poor pretence to wit j 
Such naufeous fongs hy a late author * made 9 
Call an unwilling cenfure on hfs (hade. 
Kot that warm thoughts of the tranfporting joy 
Can (hock the chafteft, or the niceft cloy ; 
But words obfcene, too grofs to move defire. 
Like heaps of fuel, only choke the fire. 
On other themes he well deferves our praife s 
But palls that appetite he meant to nii(e. 

Next, Elegy, of fweet, but folemn voice. 
And of a fubjeft grave, exa6(s the choice ; 
The praife of beauty, valour, wit contains 1 
And there too oft' defpairing love complains z 
In vain, alas ! for who by wit is mov'd > 
That phoenix-(he deferves to be belov'd ; 
But noify nonfcnfe, and fuch fops as vex 
Mankind, take moft with that fantaftic (ex. 
This to the praife of thofe who better knew * 
The many raife the value of the few. 
But here (as all our fex too oft* have try'd) 
Women have drawn my wandering thoughts afit 
'f heir grcateft fauh» who in this kind have writ. 
Is not defcft in words, or want of wit 1 
But fliould this Mufe harmonious numbers yield 
And every couplet be with fancy fill*d| 

* The Earl of Rocheftcr. — It maybe obfenrcd 
ever, that many of the worft fongs alcribed 
nobleman were fpurious. N. 
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If yet a juft coherence be not made 

Between each thought $ and the whole model laid 

So right, that every line may higher rife. 

Like goodly mountains, till they reach the ikies t 

Such trifles may perhaps of late have paft, 

And may be lik'd awhile, but never lail ; 

'Tis epigram, 'tis point, 'tis what you will. 

But not an elegy, nor writ with ikill, 

Ko ♦ Panegyricky nor a f Cooper s-Hill. 

A higher flight, and of a happier force. 
Arc Odes : the Mufcs* moft unruly horic. 
That bounds fo fierce, the rider has no reft. 
Here foams at mouth, and moves like one poflefsM. 
The poet here muft be indeed infpirM, 
With fui7 too, as well as fancy fir'd, 
Cowley might boaft to have performed this part, 
Had he with nature join'd the rules of art ; 
But fometimes diftion mean, orverfe ill -wrought, 
Deadens, or clouds, his noble frame of thought. 
Though all appear in heat and fury done. 
The language ftill muft foft and eafy run. 
Tlieie laws may (bund a little too fevere ; 
But judgment yields, and fancy governs here. 
Which, though extravagant, tkis Mufe allows. 
And makes the work much eaikr than it (hows. 

Of all the vnyi that wiieft men could find 
To mend the age, and mortify mankind. 
Satire well-writ has moft fuccefsful prov'd. 
And curesy becaufe the remedy is lov'd. 



* Waller's. -t DtiiWo?%. 
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'Tis hard to write on fuch a fubjed money 
WithoTjt repeating things faid oft* before : 
Some vulgar errors only we *ll remove. 
That (lain a beauty which we fo much love. 
Of chofcn words fome take not care enough. 
And think they ihould be as the rubje6^ rough] 
This poem muft be more exaftly made. 
And (harpcft thoughts in fmootheft words cobtc 
Some think, if fharp enough, they cannot fkil. 
As if their only bufinefs was to rail : 
But human frailty nicely to unfold, ' 
Diftinguifhes a fatyr from a fcold. 
Rage you muft hide, and prejudice lay down; 
A fatyr 's fmiie is Sharper than his frown i 
So while you fecm to (light fome rival youth. 
Malice itfclf may pafs fometimes for truth. 
The Laureat * here may juftly claim our praife, 
CrowTiM by Mack-Fleckno f with immortal ba) 
Yet once his Pegafus J has borne dead weight. 
Rid by fome lumpiih minifter of ftate. 

Here reft, my Mufe, fufpend thy cares awhile, 
% A more important tafk attends thy toil. 

^ As fome young eagle, that deftgns to fly 

^ A long unwonted journey through thefky. 

Weighs all the dangerous cnterprizc before, 
0*er what wide lands and feas ftie is to fbar^ 

* Mr. Dryden. 

t A famous fatirical Poem of his. 

J A poem caird The Hind and Panther. 
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Doubts her own ftrength fo far, and juftly fears 
The lofty road of airy travellers j 
But yet incited byfomebold defign, 
That docs her hopes beyond her fears Incline, 
Prunes every feather, views herfelf with care, 
At laft, refolv*d, flie cleaves the yielding air j 
Away fhe flies, fo ftrong, fo high, fo faft. 
She leflens to us^ and is loft at \a& : 
So (though too weak for fuch a weighty thing) 
The Mufe infpires a Iharper note to fing. 
And why fhould truth offend, when only told 
To guide the ignorant, and warn the bold ? 
On then, my Mufe, adventuroufly engage 
To give inilru^ions that concern the Stage. 

The unities of adtion, time, and place. 
Which, if obfervM, give plays fo great a grace, 
Are, though but little pra6lis*d, too well *known 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer faults to purge the prefent age, 
Lcfs obvious errors of the Englifh llage. 

Firftthen, Soliloquies had need be few, 
Extremely fliort, and fpoke in paliion too. 
Our lovers talking to themfelves, for want 
Of others, make the pit their confidant ; 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
They truft a friend, only to tell it us ; 
Th* occafion (hould as naturally fall. 
As when Bellario * confeffes all. 

* In Philafter, a play of Beaumont and lEV^'^Wx. 

5 Y\^\^^ 
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Figures of fpeech, which poets think fo fine, 
(Art's needleft varnifli to make nature fhine) 
All are but paint upon a beauteous face. 
And in defcriptions only claim a place : 

■"'" But, to make rage declaim, and grief difcourfey 

From lovers in defpair fine things to force, 
Mufl needs fuccced ; for who can chufc but pity 
A dying hero, miferabiy witty ? 
But oh 1 the Dialogues, where juft and mock 
Is held up like a reft at fhittle-cock ; 
Or ellc, like bells, eternally they chime. 
They figh in Simile, and die in Rhyme. 
What things are thefe who would be poets thought, 

H By nature not infpir*d, nor learning taught ? 

Some wit they have, and therefore may dcierve 
A better courfe than this, by which they flar\'c : 
But to write plays ! why, *tis a bold pretence 

jjjj' To judgment, breeding, wit, and eloquence r 

Nay more j for they muft look within, to find 
Thofe lecret turns of nature in the mind : 

I' Without this part, in vain would be the whole, 

I, And but a body all, without a foul. 

1= All this united yet, but makes a part 

3' Of Dialogue, that great and powerful art, 

^1 Now almoft loft, which the old Grecians knew. 

From whom the Romans fainter copies drew. 
Scarce comprehended fince, but by a few. 
Plato and Lucian are the beft remains 
Of all the wonders which this art contains 1 
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Yet to ourfclvci we juftice muft allow^ 
Shakefpcarc and Fletcher are the wonders now : 
Confidcr them, and read them o*er and o'er. 
Go fee them play'd ; then read them as before $ 
For though in many things they grofsly fail. 
Over our pai&ons ftill they fo prevail, 
That our own grief by theirs is rock'd a(le;p^ 
The dull are forc*d to feel, the wife to weep. 
Their beauties imitate, avoid their faults ; 
Firft, on a plot employ thy careful thoughts ; 
Turn it, with time, a thoufand fereral waysj 
This oft', alone, has given fuccefs to plays. 
Reje^ that vulgar error (which appears 
So fair) of making perfcft chara£);ers ; 
There *s no fuch thing in nature, and you 'Jl draw 
A faultlefs monHer which the world ne'er faw. 
Some faults mud be, that his misfortunes drew^ 
But fuch as m^y deferve compaflion too. 
Befides the main defign composed with art. 
Each moving fcene mud be a plot apart ; 
Contrive each little turn, mark every place. 
As painters firft chalk out the future ^ce : 
Yet be not fondly your own flave for this. 
But change^hereafter what appears amifs. 

Think not fo much where ihining thoughts toplace. 
As what a man would fay in fuch a cafe : 
Neither in comedy will this fufHce, 
The player too muft be before your eyes ; 
And, though 'tis dnidgery to Hoop (b low. 
To him you muft your iecret meaning ihow. 

I 1l>^^ 
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Expofe no fingle fop, but lay the load 
More equally, and Iprcad the folly broad ; 
Mere coxcombs are too obvious j oft' \vc fee 
A fool derided by as bad as he : 
Hawks fly at nobler game ; in this low way, 
A very owl may prove a bird of prey. 
Small poets thus will one poor fop devour. 
But to cdlleft, like bees, from evejy flower. 
Ingredients to compofe that precious juice. 
Which ferves the world for pleafure and for uie. 
In fpite of faftion this would favour get ; 
But Falftaff * ftands inimitable yet. 

Another fault which often may befall. 
Is, when the wit of fome great poet (hall 
So overflow, that is, be none at all ; 
That ev'n his fools fpcak fenfe, as if pofleft. 
And each by infpiration breaks his jell. 
If once the juftnefs of each part be loft, 
"Well may we laugh, but at the poet's coft. 
That filly thing men call fheer-wit avoid. 
With which our age fo naufeoufly is cloy'd s 
Humour is all ; wit ihould be only brought 
To turn agreeably foine proper thought. 

But fince the poets wc qf late have known. 
Shine in no drefs fo much as in their owp. 
The better by e:^ample to convince, 
Caft but a view on this wrong fide of (enfe* 

* The matchlefs chaiaacr of Shfikcfpcarc. 
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Firft, a foliloquy is calmly made, 
Where every reafbn is exaftly wcighM ; 
Which once pcrfpnn'd, moft opportunely comes 
Some hero frighted at the noife of drums j 
For her fweet fake, whom at firft fight he loves, 
And all in metaphor bis paflion proves : 
But fome fad accident, though yet unknown. 
Parting this pairi to leave the fwain alone ; 
He ftrait grows jealous, though we know not why; 
Then, to oblige his rival, needs will die : 
But Rrfl he makes a fpeech, wherein he tells 
The abfent nymph how nnich his flame excels; 
And yet bequeaths her generoufly now, 
To that lov'd rival whom he does not know ! 
Who ftrait appears ; but who can fate withfland ? 
Too late, alas ! to hold his hafty hand. 
That juft has given himfelf the cruel ftroke ! 
At which his very rival's heart is broke : 
Hcy more to his new friend than miftrefs kind, 
Moft fadly mourns at being left behind. 
Of fuch a death prefers the pleafing charms 
To love, and living in a lady's arms. 
What ihameful and what monftrous things are thefe I 
And then they rail at thofe they cannot plcafe ; 
Conclude us only partial to the dead. 
And grudge the fign of old Ben Jonfon's head ; 
When the intrinfic value of the ftage 
Can fcarce be judged but by a following age : 
For dances, flutes, Italian fongs, and rhyme. 
May keep up fii^kiog uonfenfe for a time ; 

But 
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"j:^ But that muft fail, which now fb much o*er»nilei 

[jl And fenfe no longer will fubmit to fools. 

;|j By painful flcps at lail we labour up 

\l Parnaffus' hill, on whofc bright airy top 

The Epick pocti fo divinely Ihow, 
And with juft pride behold the reft below. 
Heroic poems hare a juft pretence 
To be the utmoft ftretch of human fenle ; 
^,!l A work of fuch ineftimable worth. 

There are but two the world has yet brought forth 
; Homer and Virgil ! with what (acred awe, 

"i Do thofe mere founds the world's attention draw ! 

I Juft as a changeling feems below the left 

Of men, or rather is a two-Iegg*d btaft ; 
So thefe gigantic fouls amaz'd wc find 
As much above the reft of human kind ! 
Nature's whole ftrength united ! cndlefs fame» 
And univcrfal fhouts attend their name ! 
Ij Read Homer once, and you can read no more, 

'^ For all books elfc appear fo mean, Co poor, 

Verfewillfecm pfofe; but ftill perfift to read, 
I ill And Homer will be all the books you need. 

,*j Had Boffu never writ, the world had ftill, 

l\- Like Indians, view'd this wondrous piece of (kill) 

As fomething of divine the work admir'd ; 
Not hop'd to be inftruftcd, but infpir'd : 
; But he, difcloiing facred myfteries. 

Has (hewn where all the mighty magic lies ; 
' Dcfcrib'd the feeds, and in what order fown. 

That have to fach a vaft proportion grown. 
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Sure from fome angel he the fecret knew, * 

Who through this labyrinth has lent the clue. 

But what^ alas ! avails it poor mankind. 
To fee this.promis'd land» yet day behind ? 
The way is fhewn, but who has ftrength to go ? 
Who can all fciences profoundly know ? 
Whofe fancy flies beyond weak Rcafon's fight. 
And yet has judgment to direct it right ? 
Whofe juft difcernment, Virgil-like, is fuch 
Never to fay too little or too much ? 
Let fuch a man begin without delay ;. 
But he mufl do beyond what I can fay; 
Muft above TafTo's lofty flights prevail. 
Succeed where Spenfer, andcv'n Milton faiL 



ODE ON BRUTUS. 

I; 

^'T' I S faid, that favx)urite, mankind, 

•*• Was made the lord of all below ; 
But yet the doubtful are concern'd to find,. 
'Tis only one man tells another fo. 

And, for this great dominion here. 

Which over other bcafts we claim, 
Reafbn our beft credential does appear,. 

By which indeed we domineer. 
But how abfurdly, we may fee with fhame. 

G Reafbn, 
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Reafon, that foiemn trifie ! light as an*. 
Driven up and down by cenfure or appiaufe ^ 

By partial love away 'tis blowx^ 
Or the leaft prejudice can weigh it downi 
Thus our high privilege becomes our fhne. 

In any nice and weighty €au&. 
How weakf atbcft, is Rea&n ! yet the grave 
Impofe on that final 1 judgmeot which we have. 

II. 
Jn all thofe wits, whofe names have fpread fo wide, 
And ev*n the force of time defy'd. 
Some failings yet may be defcry'd. 
Among the reft, with wonder be it told. 
That Brutus is admir'd for Caefer s death ; 
By which he yet furvives in Fame's immortal breat 
Brutus, ev'n he, of all the reft, 
In whom we Ihould that deed the moft detdl^ 
Is of mankind eftecm*d the beft. 
As fnow defcending from feme lofty hill. 
Is by its rolling courfe augmenting ftill, 
So from illuftrious authors down have roll'd 
Thofe great encomiums he receiv'd of old : 
Republic orators will (hew efteem, 
And gild their eloquence with praife of him s 
But Truth, unveii'd, like a bright fun appears. 
To fhine away this heap of feventecn hundred years 

III. 
In vain *tis urg'd by an illuftrious wit, 
(To whom in all befidcs I willingly fubmit) 
5 
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iThat Cafar's life n6 pity could defcrve 

From one ^o killed himfelf, rather than fcnre. 

Had Brutus choie rather hiiAfelf to flay. 

Than aniy mafter to obey, 
Happy for Rome had been that noble pride ; 
The world had then remain'd in peace, and only Brutus 
dyM. 
For he j Whofe foul difilaihs to own 
Subie6lion to a tyrant's frown, 
And his own life would rather end> 
Would fure much rather kill himfelf, than only hurt 
his friend. 
To his own fword in. the Philippian field 

Brutus indeed at laft did yield : 
But in thofe times fclf-killing was not rare. 
And his proceeded Only from defpair : 

He might have chofcn elie to live. 
In hopes another Cadar would forgive 5 
Then, for the good of Rome, he could once more 
Confpire againft a life which had fpar'd his before. 

IV. 
Our country challenges our utmoft care; 
And in our thoughts deferves the tendered ihare; 
Her to a thoufand friends we Ihould prefer, 
Yet not betray them, though it be for her. 
Hard is his heart, Whom no defert can move, 

A mifbefs or a fnend tt> tove, 
Above whdte'er he does befides enjoy; 
But may he, for dieir lakes, his fiie or Tons defiroy ! 

G z ^^x 
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For facred juftice, or for public good, 

jScorn'd be ourwealth, our honour, and our blood : 

In fuch a caufe, want is a happy ftate, 

Ev'n low difgrace would be a glonous fate j 

And death ittelf, when noble fame furvivesy 

More to be valued than a thoufand lives. 

But 'tis not furely of fo fair renown 
To fpill another's blood, as to expofe our own : 

Of all that's ours we cannot give too much. 
But vvliat belongs tofriendihip, oh ! 'tis iacrilege to to 
V. 

Can we ftand by unmov'd, and fee 
Our mother robb*d and ravifh'd ? Can we be 

Excus'd, if in her caufc we never ftir, 
PleasM with the ftrength and beauty of the ravHher 1 

Thus fings our bard with heat almoft divine 5 
*Tis pity that his thought was not as ftrong as fine. 

Would it more juftly did the cafe exprefs. 

Or that its beauty and its grace were Icfs. 
(Thus a nymph fbmetimes we fee^ 
Who fo charming feems to be. 
That, jealous of a fbft furpriae,. 
We fcarce durft truft our eager eyes)' 

Such a fallacious ambufh to efcape. 

It were but vain to plead af willing rape ; 
A valiant fbn would be provok'd the more ; 
A force we therefore muft confefs, but a£ted long bef 

A marriage fmce did intervene. 
With all thefolemn and the facred fccnej 

1 
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Loud was th^ Hymeneaii fong j 
The violatcfd dame * walk'd fmilingly along. 
And in the midit of the moft facred dance. 

As if enamour'd of his fight, 
Often fhe caft a kind admiring glance 
On the bold ftruggler for delight ; 
Who afterwards appeared fo moderate and cool. 
As if for public good alone he fo defir'd to rule. 
VI. 
But, oh ! that this were all wliich we can urge 
Againft a Roman of fo great a foul ! 
And that fair truth permitted us to purge 

His faft, of what appears fo foul ! 
Friend (hip, that facred and fublimeft thing ! 
The nobleft quality, and chiefeft good, 
(In this dull agefcarce undcrftood) 
Infpires us with unufuai warmth her injur'd rites to fing. 
Aflift, ye angels ! whofe immortal blifs, 
Though more refin'd, chiefly confifts in this. 
How plainly your bright thoughts to one another (hine I 
Oh ! how ye all agree in harmony divine ! 
The race -of mutual love with equal teal ye run, 
A courie, as far from any end, as when at firft begun. 

Ye faw, and fmiPd upon this matchlefs pair. 
Who dill betwixt them did fo many virtues (hare. 
Some which belong to peace, and fome to ftrife, 
Thofe of a calm, and of an a6Uve life, 

* Rome. 

G J That 
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That all the excclience of human-kind 
ConcurrM to make of both but one united mind. 
Which Friendihip did fb fall and clofely bind» 
Not the lead cement could appear by which their fouls 
were joined. 
That tye which holds our mortal frame. 
Which poor unknowing we a (bul and body name. 

Seems not a compolition more divine. 
Or more abftrufe, than all that does in friendihip fliinc. 
VII. 
From mighty Caeiar and his boundlefs grace. 
Though Brutus, once at leaft, his life receiv'd i 
Such obligations, though fo high believ'd, 

Are yet but flight in fuch a cafe. 
Where friendihip fo pofleffes all the place. 
There is no room for gratitude j fince he. 
Who fo obliges, is more pleas'd than Jiis lav*d friend 
can be. 
Juft in the midft of all this noble heat. 
While their great hearts did both fo kindly beat, 
That it amaz'd the lookers-on. 
And forc'd them to fulpeft a father and a fon * 5 
(Though here ev'n Nature's felf Hill feem'd to be out* 
done) 
From fuch a friendihip unprovoked to fall 
Is horrid, yet I wiih that fa£l were all 
Which does with too much caufe Ungrateful Brutus call. 

* Csefar was fulpe6led to have begotten Brutus. 
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VIII. 
In cooled blood he laid a long defign 
Againft his befl and dearefl friend ; 
Did ev'n his foes in zeal exceed. 
To fpirit others up to work fo black a deed ; 
Himfelf the centre where they all did join. 
Caefar, mean time, fearlefs, and fond of him. 
Was as induflrious all the wlnle 
'^ To give fuch ample marks of fond efteem. 

As made the graved Romans fmile 
To fee with how much eafe love can the wife beguile. 
He, whom thus Brutus doom'd to bleed. 
Did, letting his own race aiide. 
Nothing lefs for him provide. 
Than in the world's great empire to fucceed : 
Which we are bound in juftice to allow. 
Is alJ-fufiicient proof to ihow, 
That Brutus did not drike for his own fake : 
And if, alas ! he fgil'd^ '»nras only by mili»ke. 
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THE RAPTU 

T YIELD, I yield, and can no longer Ai 
•*• My eager thoughts, that force the mfei<^ 
Sure none infpiiM (whoftj heat traMfp 
Above their reafon, and bcvond their will 
Can firm againft the ftrong impulfcr rcnj^ 
Ccnfure itfelf were not fo ffi^rp a p3ih# , 
Let vulgar minds fubmit ro vulgar i 
"What Ignorance fhall think, or 1 
To mc are trifles ; if the knov.mg i 
Who can lev faults, but can fee beau 
Applaud that genius which thcmfeltj 
And fpare the Poet for the Mufe's ( 
The Mufe, who raifes me from I 
To view the vaft and various world 
How faft I mount ! in what a wo 
I grow tranfportcd to this large i 
I value caith no more, and far 1: 
Mcthinks I lee the bufy pigmies i 
My foul cntranc'd is in a vaptiiicl 
Above the common tracks of vu 
"With fancy wing'd, I feel the j 
And with contempt look do%fn.j 



THE RAPTURE. t^ 

Airy Ambition, ever foaring high. 
Stands firft exposed to my cenforiou* eye, 
. Behold fome toiling up a flippery hill. 
Where, though arrivM, they muft be toiliiig ftill : 
Some, with unileady feet, juft fallen to ground* 
Others at top, whofe heads are turning round. 
To this high fphere it happens ftill that fome. 
The moft unfit, are forwardcft to come ; 
Yet among thcfe are princes forced to chafe. 
Or fedc out fuch as would perhaps refule. 
Favour too great is fafely plac'd on none. 
And foon becomes a dragon or a drone ; 
Either remifs and negligent of all, 
Or elfe imperious and tyrannical. 

The Mufe infpires me now to look again. 
And fee a meaner fort of fordid men 
Doating on little heaps of yellow duft ; 
For that defpifing honour, eafe, and luft. 
Let other bards, expreffing how it fhines, 
Defcribe with envy what the mifer finds ; 
Only as he^ps of dirt it feems to me. 
Where we fuch defpicable vermin fee. 
Who creep through filth a thoufand crooked wayt, 
Infenfible of infamy or praife : 
Loaded with guilt, they ftill purfue their courfe. 
Not ev'n reftrain*d by love or friendlhip's force. 

Not to enlarge on fuch an obvious thought. 
Behold their folly, which tranfcends their fault ! 
Alas ! their cares and cautions only tend 
To gain the means, and then to lofe the esi!i« 
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Like heroes in romances, itili in fight 

For mifbreiTes diat yield them no. delist. 

This, of all vice, d' es mod dehale the mind> 

Gold is itfelf th' allay to human-kind. 

Oh, h^ppy times ! when no fuch thing as coin 

E'er tempted friends to part, or foes to join ! 

Cattle or corn, among thofe harmlefs men, 

Was all their wealth, the gold and fihrer then ? 

Com was too bulky to corrupt a tribe. 

And bellowing herds would have betray *d the bribe, 

Ev*n traffick now is intercourfe of ill. 
And every wind brings a new mifchief ftill ; 
By trade we flouriih in our leaves and fruit. 
But avarice and excefs devour the root* 

Thus far the Mufe unwillingly has been 
Fix*d on the dull, lefs happy forts of (in ; 
But now, more pleas'd, flie views the different ways 
Of luxury, and all its charms furveys. 
Dear luxury ! thou foft, but fure deceit ! 
Rife of the mean, and ruin of the great ! 
Thou fure prefage of ill-approaching fates. 
The bane of empires, and the change of dates f 
Armies in vain refift thy mighty power ; 
Kot the worft conduft would confound them more. 
Thus Rome herfelf, while o'er the world (he flew. 
And did by virtue all that world fubdue, 
Was by her own viftorious arms opprefs'd. 
And catch*d infeftion from the conquered Eaft ; 
Whence all thofe vices came, which foon devour 
The he& ibtmdations of xenown and ^wer. 
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But oh ! what need have we abooad to roami 
Who feel jtoo much the fad eSk6ks at home« 
Of wild excefs ? which we fo plainly find 
Decays the body, ajid impairs the mind. 
But yet grave fops muil ziot prefume from hence 
To flight the facred pleafures of the fenie : 
Our appetites are Nature's laws,- and givea 
Under the broad authentic feal of heaven. 
Let pedants wrangle, and let bigots fight. 
To put reftraint on innocent delight. 
But heaven and nature 's always in the right ; 
They would not draw poor wretched mortals in. 
Or give de&es that ihall be doom'd for iin. 
Yety that in height of harmlefs joy we may 
Lafl to old age, and never iofe a day ; 
Amidft our pleafures we ourfelves fliould ipare^ 
And manage all with temperance and care. 
The gods forbid but we fbmetimes may fle^ 
Our joys in wine, and lull our cares afleep r 
It raifes nature, ripens feeds of worth,1 
As moiflening pidhu^s calls the colours forth ^ 
But if the varnilh we too oft* apply, 
Alas ! like colours, we grow faint and die» 
Hold, hold, impetuous Mufe : I would reftraia 
Her over-eager heat, but all in vain ; 
Abandoned to delights, fhe longs to rove | 
I checked her here, and now ihe flies to love $ 
Shews me fome rural nymph, by flxepherd chac'dj 
Soon overtakeDi and as Cboa embraced : 
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The grafs by her, as fhe by him is prefs*d ; 
For ihamc, my Mufe, let fancy guefs the reft : 
At fuch a point fancy can never ftay, 
3ut flies beyond whatever you can fay. 
Behold the filent fhades, the amorous grore. 
The dear delights, the very aft of love. 
This is his loweft fphcre, his country fcene. 
Where love is humble, and his fare but mean ; 
Yet (pringing up without the help of art. 
Leaves a fincerer reliih in the heart. 
More healthfully, though notfo finely fed, 
And better thrives than where more nicely bred. 
But 'tis in courts where mod he makes a fhow. 
And, high enthron'd, governs the world below ; 
For though m hiftorics learn'd ignorance 
Attributes all to cunning or to chance. 
Love will in thofe difguifes often fmile. 
And knows the caufe was kindnefs all the while. 
What ftory, place, or perfon, cannot prove 
The boundlefs influence of mighty love ? 
Where-e'er the fun can vigorous heat infpire. 
Both fexes glow, and languifli with deflre. 
The wcary'd fwain, faft in the arms of fleep, 
Love can awake, and often flghing keep ; 
And bufy gown-men, by fond love di(guis'd. 
Will leifure And to make themfelves defpis'd. 
The proudeil- kings fubmit to beauty's fway 5 
Beauty itfelf, a greater prince than they. 
Lies fbmetimes languifliing with all its pride 
By « belov'd, though flckle lover's fide. 
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I mean to flight the foft enchanting charm , 

But , oh ! my head and heart are both too warm. 

I doat on woman-kind with all their faults, 

Love turns my fatir^ into fofteft thoughts ; 

Of all that paflfion which our peace deftroys 

Inftead of mifchiefs, I defcribe the joys. 

But fliort.will be his reign (I fear too fliort) 

And prefent cares ftall be my future f^wrt. 

Then love's bright torch put out, his arrows broke, 

Loofe from kind chains, and from th' engaging yoke. 

To alLfond thoughts I *i\ iing fuch counter-charms. 

The fair fhall liilen in their lovers arms. 

Now the enthu0aftic fit is fpent, ' 

I feel my weaknefs, and too late repent. 
As they who walk in dreams oft* climb too high 
For (enfe to follow with a waking eye ; 
And in fuch wild attempts are blindly bold. 
Which afterwards they tremble to behold : 
So I review thefe iallies of my pen. 
And modefl reafbn is retum'd again ; 
My confidence I curfe, my fate accufe. 
Scarce hold from ccnfuring the facred M u(e. 

No wretched poet of the railing pit. 
No critic curs'd with the wrong fide of wit. 
Is more fever;: from ignorance and fpite. 
Than I with judgment againil all I write. 
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MR, HOBBES, AND HIS WRITIN 

OUCH is'the mode of theie eenlbrious day»^ 
•^ The art is loft of knowing ho\V to pnufe j 
I'oets ai^ envious now, and fools alone 
Admire at wit, becaafe thenifelves hat« nonft. 
Yet whatfo€»er i& by vain critics thbnght, 
Praifing is harder much than finding fault ; 
In homely pieces ev'n the Dutch excel, 
Italians only can draw beauty well. 

As ftringSy alike wound up, Co equal provcy 
That one refounding makes the other move ; 
From fuch a caufe our fatires plealfe fo much. 
We fympathize with each ill'-natur'd touch $ 
And as the (harp infe£Hon fpreads about. 
The reader's malice lieJps the writer out. 
To blame, is eafy ; to commend, is bold ; 
Yet, if the Mufe infpires it, who can hold } 
To merit we are bound to give applaufe. 
Content to fuBfer in fo juft a caufe. 

While in dark ignorance we lay afraid 
Of fancies, ghofts, and every empty ihade; 
<5reat Hobbes appeared, and by plain reafon's ligh 
Put fuch fantaflic forms to ihameful flight. 
Fond is their fear, who think men needs muft be 
To vice enilav'cF, if from vaia terrors free | 
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The wife and good, morality will guide. 
And fuperftitiott all the worid befide. 

In other authors, though the thought be good, 
'Tis not fometimes fo eafily underftood ; 
That jewel oft' unpoliih'd has remarn'd ; 
Some words ihould be left out, and fome explain'd | 
So that, in fcarch of fenfe, we either ftray. 
Or elfe grow weary in fo rough a way. 
But here Aveet eloquence does always fmile. 
In Aich a choice, yet unafieftied flyle. 
As muft both knowledge and delight impert 
The force of reafon, with the flowers of ait | 
Clear as a beautiful tranfparent Alia, 
Which never hides the blood, yet holds it in 8 ' 
Like a delicious flream it ever Tan,\ 
As fmooth as woman, but as ftrong as man. 

Bacon himfelf, whofe univer^t wit 
Does admiration through the world beget. 
Scarce more his age's ornament is thought. 
Or greater credit to his country brought. 

While fame is you&g, too weak to fly away^ 
Malice purfues her, like fome bird of prey ; 
But once on wing, then all the quarrels ceafe^ 
Envy herfelf is glad toix at peace. 
Gives over, weary*d with fo high a flight. 
Above her reach, and fearce within her fight* 
Hobbes, to this happy pkch aniv'd at laft. 
Might have look'd down with pride on dangert pafl : 
But fuch the frailty is of human-kind, 
Men toil for famei which no man lives to ^d \ 
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Long ripening under-ground this China lies } 
Fame bears no fruit, till the vain planter dies. 

Thus nature, dr'd with his unuiual length 
Of life, which put her to her utmoft ibpength. 
Such flock of wit unable to fupply, 
To fpare herfelf, was glad to let him die. 

WRITTEN OVER A GATE. 

TT E R E' lives a man, who, by relation, 
"*■-*• Dependfr upon predeftihation ; 
For which the learned and the wife 
His underftanding much dcfpife : 
But I pronounce with loyal tongue 
Him in the right, them in the wrong. 
For how could fuch a wretch fuccced ? 
But that, alas, it was decreed! 



THE MIRACLE, 1707. 

MERIT they hate, and wit they flight j 
They neither a£t, nor reafon right. 
And nothing mind but pence. 
Unfkilful they viftorious are, 
Condu£l a kingdom without care*. 
A council without fenfe. 



So 
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So Mofes once, and Jofhua,^ 
And that virago Debora^ 

Bcftrid poor Ifrael : 
Like reverence pay to thefe ! for wh« 
Could ride a nation as they do. 

Without a miracle > 
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ON THE 

DEATH OF HENRY PURCELL, 

/^ O O D angels fnatchM him eagerly on high ; 
^^ Joyful they flew, finging and foanng through the 

fty, 
Teaching his new-fledg'd foul to iy; 
While we, alas ! lamenting lie. 
He went mufing all along, 
Compoiing new their heavenly fong. 
A while his ikilful notes loud hallelujahs drown'd ; 
But foon they ceas'd their own, to catch his p leafing 
found. 
David himfelf improved the harmony, 
David in facred flpry fo renowned 
No lefs for mulic, than for poetry ! 
Genius fublime in either art ! 
Crown'd with applaufe furpafling all defert ! 
^ m^n iuft after God's own heart ! 
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If human cares are lawful po the blcft. 
Already fettled in eternal rell 5 
Kceds muft he wifli that Purcell only nfight 
Have liv'd to fet wh^t he vouchfaPd to write { 
For, fure, the noble third of fame 
With the frail body never dies j » 
But \virh the foul afcends the ikies 

From whence at firft it came. 
*Ti4furc no little proof we have 
That part of us furvives the grave. 
And in our fame below fttll bears a Ihare : 
Why is the future eife fo much our care, 
£ir'n in our latefl moment of deipair > 
And death defpis'd for fame by all the wife and brave ? 

Oh, all ye blcft harmonious choir ! 
Who po>yer almighty only love, and only that admire* 
Look down with pity from your pcacful bower. 
On this fad ifie perplexM, 
And ever, ever vcx'd 
With anxious care of trifles, wealth and power. 
In our rough minds due reverence infule 
Forfweet melodious founds, and each harmonious Mule. 
. .Mu(]c<xalts man's nature, and infpires 
High elevated thoughts, or gentle, kind defires. 
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On the Lofs of an only Son, Robbrt Marquis 

of NORMANBY. 

/^ U R morning's gay and ihining j 
^^ The days our joys declare 5 
At evening no repining ; 

And night 's all void of care. 

A fond tranfportcd mother 

Was often heard to cry. 
Oh, where is fuch an other 

So blefs'd by heaven as I ? 

A child -at firfl was wanting j 

Now fuch a fbn is fent. 
As parents moil lamenting ., , 

In him would find content. 

A child of whom kind heaven 

Not only hope befiowsy 
But has already given 

Him all our hopes propofe« 

The happy fire's poflcffing 

His (hare in fuch a boy. 
Adds IHll a greater bl effing 

To all my other joy. 

But ah I this (hiny weather 

Bccame<too hot at laft ; 
Black clouds began to gathei*^ • .^ C;. 

■"' And all the (ky o'ercaft. " '• ':' 

H z 
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So fierce a fever rages, 

We M lie ^town*d in tears j 
And difmal iad pitiages 

Come thundering in our ears. 

The doubts that made tk langnifii. 

Did \torfe, far worfc than kill. 
Yet, oh, with all theiranguifh. 

Would we had doubted ftill I 

But why Co much digreifion. 

This fatal lofs to fhow ; 
Alas, there *s no expreffion 

Can tell a parent's woe ! 



ON MR. POPE, AND HIS POEMS. 

Vrr I T H age decay'd, with courts and bufmefs tir'd, 
^ ^ Caring for nothing but what eafe requir'd. 
Too ferious now a wanton Mufe to court, ' 
And from the critics fafe arriv'd in port j 
I little thought of launching forth again, 
Amidft adventurous rovers of the pen ; 
And, after fome fmall undeferv'd fuccefs. 
Thus hazarding at lafl to make it lefs. 

Encomiums fuit not this cenibrious time, 
Itfelf a fubjcdt for fatiric rhyme ; 
Ignorance honoured, wit and worth defam*d,' 
Folly sc:^Jisphajit; and ev*!! Homer blam'd. 

" \''\ But 



ON MK. VOViE, AND HIS PO^ItfS. loi 

But to this genius, join'4with ib.much art. 
Such various learning mix'd in every part, 
Poets are bound a loud applaufe to pay { 
Apollo bids it, and they mufl obey. 

And yet Co wondrous, Co foblimc a thing. 
As the great Iliad, fcarce could make me fing j 
Except I juftly could at once commend 
A good companion, and as firm a friend. 
One moral, or a mere well-natur'd deed, 
Can all defert in fclences exceed. 

'Tis great delight to laugh at fbme meat ways i 
But a much greater to give merit praife. 



N 



"fTT Hene'cr my fgoliih bent to public good, 

^^ Or fonder zeal for fome mifguided prince. 
Shall make my dangerous humour underwood. 
For changing minifters for men of fenfe : 

When, vainly pT0u4 to ^w my public care. 
And ev'n alham'd %q (ee three nations fool'd, 

1 (hall no longer bear a wretched fhare 
In ruling ill, or being over-rul'd : 

Then, as old lechers in a winter's night 
To yawning hearers all their pranks diclofe ; 

And what decay deprives them of delight, 
Supply with vain endeavours to impofe : 
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Juft fo (hall I at idly entertain 

Some tripling patriots, fond of feeming wife ; 
Tell, how I dill could great employments gain. 

Without concealing truths, or whilpering lies ! 

Boad of iuccecding in nay country's caufe 
Ev'n againft fbme almoft too high to blame ; 

Whom, when ^dvanc'd beyond the reach of laws, 
I oft* had ridicul'd to fenfe and ihame : 

Say, I refilled the mofl potent fraud ; 

But friendlefe merit openly approv'd ; 
And that I was above the being aw*d 

Not only by my prince, but thofe he lov'd : 

Who knows but my example then may pleafe 
Such noble, hopeful fpirits as appear 

Willing to flight their pleafures and their eafe* 
For fame and honour } till at lafl they hear. 

After much trouble borne, and danger run. 
The crown affifled, and my country ferv'd ; 

Without good fortune I had been undone. 
Without a good eflate I might have flarv'd. 
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THE ELECTION 0¥ A POET LAUREAT 
IN M.DCC.XIX. 

A Famous alTcmbly was fummpa'd of late : 
-^^ To crown a new Laureat, came Phoebus in ftatt. 
With all that Montfaucon himfelf could dcfire. 
His bow, laurel, harp^ and abundance of fire. 

At Bartlemevv-fair ne'er did bullies Co juille. 
No country -eleftion e'er made fuch a buftlc : 
From garret, Mint, tavern, they all poft away, 
Some thirfting for iack, fbme ambitious of uay. 

All came with full confidence, flufli'd with vain hope. 
From Gibber and Durfey, to Prior and Pope. 
Phcebus fmilM on thefe laft, but yet ne'erthelefs. 
Said, he hop'd they had got enough by the preft. 

With a huge mountain-load of heroical lumber, 
Which ^om Tonfon to Curll every prefs had groan 'd 

under ; 
Came Blackmore, and cry*d, Look, all thefe are my layt. 
But at prefent I beg you'd but read my Eflayt. 

Lampooners and critics rulh'd in like a tide. 
Stem Dennis and Gildon came firfl fide-by-fide. 
Apollo confefsM that their lafhes had flings, 
But beadlas and hangmen nvere never choic king*. 

H 4 Sttitk 
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Steele long had fo cunningly manag'd the town. 
He could not he blam'd for expecting the crown ; 
Apollo demiuT'd as to granting his wifii. 
But wifh*d him good luck in his projeft of fifii. 

I^ame Congreve, unable fuch things to endure. 
Of Apollo begg'd either a crown or a cure ; 
To refuie fuch a writer, Apollo was loth. 
And sdmoft indin'd to haye granted him bodi. 

When Buckingham jcame, he Dcarce car'd to be fctn. 
Till Phcebus defir*d his old friend to walk in ; 
But a laureat peer had never been known. 
The commoners claim' d that place as their own* 

Yet if the kind god had been ne'er fo inclin'd 
To break an old rule, yet he well knew his mind. 
Who of fuch preferment would only make fport. 
And laugh'd at all fuitors for places at court. 

Notwithilanding this law, yet Lanidowne was nam*d« 
But Apollo with kindnefs his indolence blam*d. 
And faid he would chufe him, but that he fhould fear 
An employment of trouble he never could bear. 

A palate ^ for wit and £bf eloquence fam'd, 
Apollo foo.n mifs'd, a;)4 he needs not be nam'd ; 
Since amidft » whole bench, of which fome are fo bright, 
t^o one of them fhines fo leam'd and polite. 

To Shippcn, ApoUowas cold with refpeft. 
Since he for xhp fta^e cpi^d th# Muics negUGt : 



i.t.Pr. Aucrbury, Bifhop.ol-Rochefltr. 
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'But faid, in a greater afiinxkbi^f he ftin'd» 
And placQs were things he hi;d -ever dedia'd. 

Trapp, Ywng, wd Vanbrugh, expe£bd reward. 
For fome things writ well t but ApoUo declared 
That one was too flat, the otiier too rough. 
And the third £ure already had places enough* 

Pert Budgcjl came next, and, demanding ti^ hays, 
6aidy thofe works muft be good, which had Addiibn't 

But Apollo reply'^. Child Eufboe, 'ds known. 
Mod authors will praife whatfoever 's their own. 

Then Philips came forth, as ibrch as a Quaker, 
Whofe fimple profcflion^s a Pafloral -maker ; 
Apollo advird him from playhoufe to keep. 
And pipe to nought elfc but his dog and his fheep. 

Hughes, Fenton, and Gay, came lail in the train. 
Too modeft to aik for the crown they would gain : 
Phoebus thought them too baihfui, and iaid they woyl4 

need 
More boldnefs, if ever they hop'd to fucceed. 

Apollo, now driven to t^ curied quandary, 
'W^s wiihing for Swift, or the fam'd Lady Mary : 
Nay, had honeft Tom Southeme but been within call- 
But at lad he grew wanton, and laughed at them all : 

And fo fpying one who came only to gaze, 
A hater of verfe, and deipifcx of plays j 

T« 
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To hira in great fbno, without any delay, 
(Though a iealout ^adc) preientcd the bar. 

AW the^witt ftood aftoniihM at hearing the god 
So gravely pronounce an ele€Hon {o odd ; 
And though Prior and Pope only laugh'd in his &ce» 
Mofi others were ready to fink in the place. 

Yet fomc thought the vacancy open was kept, 
Q^Btcluding the bigot would never accept : 
But the hypocrite told them, he well underftood, 
Tliough«the fun£Hon was wicked, the ftipend was good. 

At laft in rufh'd Eufden, and cry M, " Who (hall have it, 
** But I, ^the true laureat, to whom the king gave it V 
Apollo begg'd pardon, and granted his claim ; 
But vow'd, though, till then he ne'er heard of his name. 



ON THE TIMES. 



) 



QINCE in vain our parfons teach, 
^ Hear, for once, a poet preach. 

Vice has loft its very name. 
Skill and cozenage thought the fame ; 
Only playing well the game. 
Foul contrivances we iee 
Call'd but ingenuity : 
Ample fortunes often made 
Out of frauds in every trade, 
Which an aukwaM child afford 
Eitotigh to wed the greateft lord. 
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The mifer ftarves to raife a ion. 
But, if once the fool is gone, 
Years of thrift fcarce ferve a day, 
Rakc-htll fquanders all away. 
Uufbands fccking for a place. 

Or toiling for their pay j 
W^ile their wives undo their race 

By (xtticoats and play : 
Breeding boys to drink and dice, 
Carrying girls to comedies, 
Where mama 's intrigues are fhowii, 
Which ere long will be their own. 
Having firfl at fermon ilept, 
Tedious day is weekly kept 
By woHe hypocrites than men. 
Till Monday comes to cheat again. 
Ev'n among the nobleft-born. 
Moral virtue is a fcom ; 
Gratitude, }pm rare at beft. 
And fidelity a jeft. 
AH our wit but party-mocks. 
All our wifdora raifing Hooks : 
Counted folly to defend 
Sinking fide, or falling friend. 
Long an officer may ierve, 
Prais'd and wounded, he may fbmre : 
No receipt, to make him rifcy 
Like inventing loyal lies: 
We, whole anceftors have Ihin'd 

■in arts of peace, and £eids of fame^ 
To Hi and idlends jncUa'd, 

I^oxY arc grown a public ibsaxkc. "5**^ 
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Fatal that intefline jar. 
Which produc'd our civil w^r ! 
Ever finccy how fad a raf e I 
Senfelefsy violent, and ba(e ! 



ON THE DUKE OF YORK 

BANISHED TO BRUSSELS. 

T Feel a ftrange impulfe, a ftrong defire, 

■■' (For what vain thoughts will not a Muic inlpire ?) 

To flng on lofty fubje^s, and to raiie 

My own low fame, by writing Jamet's praile. 

Oft* have we heard the wonders of his youth, 
Obferv'd thofe feeds of fortitude and truth, 
Which iince have fpread fo wide, fo wondrous high. 

The good dilh-cfs'd beneath that ibelter lie. 
In arms more a6live than ev'n war requir'd. 

And in the midft of mighty phiefs admir'd. 

Of all heaven's gifts, no temper is fo rare. 

As fo much courage mixM with fo much care. 

When martial Bre makes all the fpiri'ts boil. 

And forces youth to military toil; 

No wonder it fhould fiercely then engage ; 

Women themfclves will venture in a rage r 

But in the midft of all that furious heat. 

While fo intent on a£iion^ brave and great. 

For other lives to feel fuch tender fears. 

And, carelefs of his own, to care for theirs ; 

If 
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it that compofure which a hero makes. 
And which illufbious York alone partakes. 
With that great man '*, whofe fame has flown lb hr. 
Who taught him fiiril the noble art of war. 

Ohy wondrous pair ! whom equal virtues crown^ 
Oh worthy of each other's vail renown ? 
None but Tuicnne with York could glory fhare. 
And none but Y6rk dcferve fb great a mafter''* cai«. 

Scarce was he come to blefs his native ifle. 
And reap the foft reward of glorious toil. 
But, like Alcides, dill new dangers call 
His courage forth, and dill he VahquiA'd all. 

At Tea, that bloody fcene of boundlefs rage. 
Where floating cafUes in fierce flames engage 
i[ Where Mars himfclf does frowningly command^ 
And by lieutenants only fights at land) ; 
For his own fame howe*er he fought before. 
For England's honour yet he ventur'd more. 

In thofe black times, when, fa£lion raging high. 
Valour and Innocence were forc'd to fly. 
With York they fled ; but not depreft his mind. 
Still, like a diamond in the duft, it fliin*d. 
When from afar his drooping friends beheld 
How in diflrefs he ev'n hira&lf excell'd ; 
How to his envioun fete, his country's frown. 
His brother's will, he facrific'd his own ; 
They rais'd their hearts, and never doUbted more 
Bttt that |uft hean^en would all our joys reflore. 

*, The Marefchd dcTurtauc. 
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So when black clouds furround heaven's glorious facci 
Tempcftuous darknefs covering all the place. 
If we difcern but the leaft glimmering ray 
Of that bright ori> of fire which rules the day. 
The chearful fight our fainting courage warms ; 
Fix*d upon thaty we fear no future banns. 



ONTHE DEITY, 

WRETCHED mankind ! void of both ftrengtb 
and (kill f 
Dextrous at nothing but at doing ill.! 
In merit humble, in pretenfions high» 
Among them none, alas ! more weak than I, 
^ And i^bne more blind : though M\ I worthlels thoixght 
The bcft I ever fpoke, or ever wrote. 

But zealous heat exalts the humbled mind i 
Within my foul fuch ftrong impulfe I find 
Thci heavenly tribute of due praife to pay : 
Perhaps 'tis facred, and I mufl obey. 

Yet fuch the fubjcfts, various, and fo high, 
Stupendous wonders of the Deity f 
Miraculous cfle^^s of boundltfs power ! 
And that as boundlefs goodnefs ibining more ! 
All thefe fo numberlefs my thoughts attend. 
Oh where ihall 1 begin, or ever end ? 

But on that theme which ev'n the wife abufc^ 
So facred^ fo fublime, and {6 abdrufe, 
Jibruptly to break off, want« no excu(e.' 



I 



ONTHE DEITY. 
While ojthers vainly ftrivc to know Thee 



Let me in iilent reverence adore ; 
Wifhing that human power were higher rais'd. 
Only that thine might h^ more nobly piais'd! 
Thrice happy angels in their high d^;rBe, 
.Created worthy of extolling Thee ! 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

ALTERATION OF JULIUS C^SAR. 

TTOPE to mend Shakefpeare ? or to march bit ftylcf 
"*• "*• 'Tis fuch a jelt would make a Stoic fmile. 
Too fond of fame, our poet (bars too high. 
Yet freely owns he wants the wings to fly : 
S o* feniible of lii s prefumptuous thought, 
1'hat he confefles while he docs the fault : 
This to the fair will no great wonder prove. 
Who oft' in blufhes yield to what they love. 

Of grcateft a6Hons, and of nobleft men, 
Hiis (lory moft deferves a poet's pen : 
For who can wifh a fcene more juftly fam'd, 
Whpi Rome and mighty Julius are but nam'd ? 
That ftaie of heroes who the world had brav'd ! 
That wondrous man who fuch a ftate inflav'd ! 
Yet loth he was to take fo rough a way, 
And after govern'd with fo mild a fway, 

' At 
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At d^ance now of feventecn hundred ycars^ 
Methinks a lovely ravifher agpears ? 
Whom/ thotigh forbid by virtue to exeufe, 
A nymph might pardon, and could Icarce Kfu!^.. 

CHORUSES IN JULIUS CiESAR.. 
C H O K U S. I. 

1. 

Vrr H ITH E R 18 Rowan honour gone ? 
^ ' Where is your ancient virtue now ? 
. That valo'ir, which fo bright has (hone. 
And with the wings of conqueit flown, 
Muft to a haughty matter bow : 
Who, with our toil, our blood, and all we have befide. 
Gorges his ill-got power, his humour, and his pride. 
II. 
Fearlefs he will his life expofe ; 

So does a lion or a bear. 
His very virtues threaten thofe. 
Who more his bold ambition fear. 
How flupid wretches we appear, 
Who round the world for wealth and empire roam. 
Yet never, never think what flaves we are at home ! 
HI. 
Did men for this together join. 

Quitting the free wild life of Nature ? 
What other neaft did e*er defign 
The fctting up his fellow-creature. 
And of two mifdiieh t\v»fe )2ti^ ^x^x^"^ ^Vt 
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tyti I rather dian be ilaves to bold ihiperiotis menf 
Giye us our wildnefs, and our woods, oar huts, and 
caves again. 

IV. 
There, fecure from lawlefs Avay, 
Out of Pride or Enry's way j 
Living up to Nature's rules. 
Not depraved by knaves and fools ; 
Happily we all fhouid live, and harmlefs as out fheep^ 
And at lafl as calmly die as infants fall aflecp. 

C H 9 R U S II. 

LO ! to prevent this miglrty empire's doom, 
From bright unknown abodes of blifs^ I come, 
The awful genius of majef^ic Rome. 

Great is her danger : but I will engage 
Some few, the maftcr-fouls of all this age, 
To do an a6l of juft heroic rage. 

*Tis hard, a man fo great Ihould fall fo low; 

More hard to let Co brave a people bow 

To one themfclves have raisM, who fcorns them now. 

Yet, oh ! I grieve that Brutus Ihould be ilain'd, 
Whofe life, excepting this 6ne a6l, remain'd 
So pure, that future times will think it fcign'd. 

But only he can make the reft combine j 
The very life and foul of their dcfign. 
The coatre, where thofe mighty fpuiU \o\T3km 

1 Mtv- 
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Unthinking men no fort of fcruples make ; 
Others do ill, only for mifchief *s iake ; 
But ev*n the bell arc guilty by miftakc. 

Thus fome for envy, or revenge, intend 
To bring the bold ufurpcr to his end : 
But for his country Brutus dabs his friend. 

C H .O R U S HI. 

BY TWO AERIAL SMRITS. 
I. 

TELL, oh! tell me, whence arife 
Thefe difordersin our ikies } 
Rome's great genius wildly gaz*d. 
And the gods feem all amaz'd. 

XL 
Know, in fight of this day's fun, 
Such a deed is to be done, 
Black enough to fhroud the light 
Of all this world in difmal night. 

I. 
What is this deed? 

IL 
To kill a man, 
The greateft fince mankind began : 
Learned, eloquent, and wife, 
Generous, merciful, and brave ! 
1. 
Yet not too great a facrifice, 
Tke liberty of Rome to feive > II- But 
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But will not goodnefs claim regard. 
And does not worth deferve reward ? 

I. 
Does not their country lie at ftakc ? 
Can they do too much for her fake ? 

BOTH SPIRITS TOGETHER. 

Though dreadful be this doom of fate, 

Juil is that power which governs all 4 

Better this wondrous roan fhould fall. 
Than a moft glorious, Tirtuous ilate. 

CHORUS IV. 

TTOW great a curfe has Providence 

^ ^ Thought fit to caft on human-kind ' 

Learning, courage, eloquence. 

The gentlcft nature, nobleft mind. 
Were intermixt in one alone ; 
Yet in one moment overthrown. 

Could chance, or fenfclefs atoms, join 

To form a foul fo great as his ? 
Or would thofe powers wc hold divine, 

Deftroy their own chief mafler-piece ? 
Where fo much difficulty lies. 
The doubtful are the only wiie. 

And, what mufl more perplex our thoughts, 

Great Jove the bed of Romans lends, 
To do the very worft of faults, 

And kill the kindeft of his friends, 

1» K\ 
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All this is far abo^^ our reach. 
Whatever priefts prefume to preach. 

PROLOGUE 

T O 

MARCUS BRUTUS. 

OUR fcene is Athens. And, great Athens nam'd, ' 
What foul fo dull as not to be inflam'd ? 
Alethinks, at mentioning that &cred place, 
A reverend awe appears in every face, 
For men fo fam'd, of fuch prodigious parts. 
As taught the world all fciences and arts* 

AmidH all thefe ye fhall behold a man 
The moll applauded fmpe mankind began, 
Out-fliining ev'n thofe Greeks who moft excel, 
Whofe life was one fix'd courfe of doing well. 
Oh ! who can therefore without tears attend 
On fuch a life, and fuch a fatal end } 

But here our author, befides other faults 
Of ill exprcHions, and of vulgar thoughts, 
Commies one crime that needs an z&. of grace. 
And breaks the law of unity of place : 
Yet to fuch noble patriots, overcome 
By fa6^ious violence, and banilh'd Rome, 
Athens alone a fit retreat could yield ; 
And where can Brutus fall, but in Pliilippi field ? 

I Some 



PROLOGUE' TO MAKCtfs "BkijTVS. 1 17 

Some critics judgjfe ev'n love itfclf too mean 
A care to mix in ioch a lofty fcene, 
And with thole ancient bards of Greece bclicrc 
Friendlhip has ftronger charms to pleafe orgiievc : 
But our more amorous poet, 6nding love 
Amidfl all other cares, ftill fhines abore. 
Lets not the bell of Romans end their lives 
Without juft foftnefs for the kindeft wives. 
Yet, if ye think his gentle nature fuch 
As to have ibften'd this great tale too much. 
Soon will your eyes grow dry, and paflion fall. 
When ye refleft 'tis all but conjugal. 

This to the few and knowing wa« addreii ; 
And now 'tis fit I Ihoidd ialute the reft. 

Mod reverend dull judges of the pit. 
By nature curs'd with the wrong (ide of wit .' 
You need not care, what<'er you iee to-niglit. 
How ill fome players aSt, or poets write | 
Should our millakes be never ib notorious, 
You *11 have the joy of being more cenforious 5 
Shew your fmali talent then, let that iu£^ce y« j 
But grow not vain upon k, I adviic ye j 
Each petty critic can objofltions raiii-*, .; . 
The grcateft (kill is kaowijig wIh^u co jpraiilfr 
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CHORUSES IN MARCUS BRUTU 
♦CHORUS III. 

I. 
T\ ARK is the maze poor moftals tread ; 
"■^ Wifdom idclf a guide will need : 
We little thought, when CaeiJu* bled. 

That a worfe Caefar would fucceed. 
And are we under fuch a curfe. 
We cannot change but for the worfe } 

II. 
With fair pretence of foreign force. 

By which Rome muft herielf enthral s 
Thefey widKNJt bluihes or remorfe, 

Proforibethe beft, impoverilh all. 
The GauU themfelvesy our greateft fbes. 
Could a& no mifcbiefs worfe than thoie. 

III. 
That Juliuf » with ambitious thoughts. 

Had ▼irtues too, his foes could find ; 
Thele equal htm in all his faults. 

But never in his noble mind. 
That free-bom ^rits (hould obej 
Wretches, who know not how to (way ! 

IV. 
Late we repent our ha&j choice, 

la vain bemoan ib quick a. cum. 
Hark all to Rome's imited voice ! 

BimrthatweaTrfulehadbonie E 

^ Seethe fiift mndlcGaaA dioc>aSn,\3Bk<ife^\F>icB 
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£v'n all thofe iils which mod di^leafe. 
Than fought a cure far worfe than the difeale. 



CHORUS IV. 

/^ U K vows thus chearfuUy we fing, 
^^ While martial mufic fires our blood ; 
Let all the neighbouring echoes ring 
With clamours for our country's good : 
And, for reward, of the juft gods we daim^ 
A life with freedom, or a death with fame. 

May Rome be freed from war's alarms, 

And taxes heavy to be borne ; 
May fly beware of foreign arms. 

And fend them back with noble fcorn : 
And, for reward, &c« 

May flic no more confide in friends. 

Who nothing farther undcrftood. 
Than only, for their private ends. 

To wafte her wealth, and Ipill her blood : 
And, for reward, &c. 

Our fenators, great Jove, reftrain 

From private piques, they prudence call ; 
From the low thoughts of little gain, 
And hazarding the lofing all : 
And, for reward, &c. 

1 4 '^^^^ 
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The (hining arms with hafte prepare, 
Then tt) the glorious combat fly ; 
Our minds unclogg'd with farther care. 
Except to overcome or die : 
And, for reward, &c. 

They fight, oppreflion to increafc. 
We for dur liberties and laws ; 
It were a fin to donbt-fuccfefs, 

When freedom is the noble caufe : 
And, for reward, of the juft gods we claita 
A life with freedokn, or a death with fame. 
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On the Earl of FtTERBOiouGH*^ happy Nego- 
tiation of the Marriage between his Royal High- 
nefs and the Princcii Mary d'Este of Modcna. 

HI S Juno barren, in unfruitful joys 
Our Britifh Jove his nuptial hours employs. 
So fate ordains, that all our hopes may be. 
And all our fafcty, gallant York, in thee. 
By the fame wilh afpiring queens are led^ 
Each languifhing to mount his royal bed ; 
His youth, his wifdom, and his early fame. 
Create in every brcafl a rival flame : 
Rcmotcil kings fit trembling on their thrones. 
As if no dillance could fecure their crowns ; 
Fearing his valour, wifely they contend 
To bribe with beauty fo renown'd a friend : 
Beauty the price, tjicre need no other arts, 
Loye isithe fureft bait for heroes hearts : 
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Nor can the fair conceal as high concern 

To fee the prince, for whom, unfeen, they bum. 

Brave York, attending to the general voice. 
At length refoivcs to piake the wiih*d-for choice ; 
To noble Peterborough, wife and juil. 
Of his great heart he gives die facrcd truft : 
** Thy eyes, faid he, ihall well dire6l that heart, 
** Where thou, my beft belovM, haft fuch a part j 
** In council oft', and oft' in battle try'd, 
•* Betwixt thy matter, and the world decide." 

The chofcn Mercury prepares t* obey 
This high command. Gently, ye winds, convey. 
And with aufpicious gales his fafety wait. 
On whom depend Great Britain's hopes and fate. 
So Jafon, with his Argonauts, from Greece 
To'Calchos fail'd, to fetch the golden fleece. 

As when the goddeffes came down of old 
On Ida's hill, fo many ages told. 
With gifts their young Dardanian judge they tryM, 
And each bad high to win him to her fide; 
So tempt they him, and emuloufly vie 
To bribe a voice that empires would not buy : 
With balls and banquets his pleased fenfe they bait^ 
And queens and kings upon his pleafures wait. 

Th* impartial judge furveys, with vaft delight. 
All that the fun furroirnds of fair and bright : 
Then, ftri£kly juft, he, with adoring eyes. 
To radiant Efte gives the famous prize. 
Of antique ftock, her high defcent (he brings, 
BoTA to renew the race of Britain's kin^s : 

1 Wl 



ON THE EARL OF PETERBOROUGH, iij 

IVho could defence, like her, in whom we fee 
United, all tbat Paris found in three ? 
O equal fair ! when both were ict above 
All other merit, but each other's love. 

Welcome, bright jn-incefs, to GroBt Britain's (hoir^ 
As Berccynthia to high heaven, who bore 
That ihining race of goddcfles and gods. 
Who rul*d the world, and filFd tlie bleft abodes : 
From thee, my Mufe cxpeGts as noble themes. 
Another Mars and Jove, another James ; 
Our future hopes all from thy womb arife. 
Our prcfcnt joy and (afcty from your eyes ; 
Thofc charming eyes that ihine, to reconcile^ 
To harmony and peace, our ftubbom Ifle : 
On brazen Memnon, Phoebus calls a ray. 
And the tough metal Co ialutes the day. 

The Britifli dame, fam*d for refiftlefs grace^ 
Contends not now, but for the (econd place ; 
Our love fufpended, we negle£kthe fair 
For whom we bum'd, to gaze adoring here : 
So fang die Syrens, with enchanting fbund^ 
Enticing all to liften and be drown'd. 
Till Orpheus ravifli'd in a nobler drain. 
They ccas'd to iing, or iinging charm'd in vain. 

This bled alliance, Peterborough, may 
Th* indebted nation bounteoufly repay ; 
Thy flatucs, for the Genius of our land. 
With palm adoui'd, on every threlhold fland. 
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Spoken by the Author, being then but Twelve 
Years of Age, to her Royal Highnefs the 
D^jTCHEss oPYo«.K, at Trinity-College ia 

Cambiidge. 
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TTTHEN join'd in one, the good, the fair, the gi«K» 
^^ Defcend to view the Mufes' humble feat, 
Though in mean lines they their vaft joys declare. 
Yet, for rmcerity.and truth, they dare 
With your own Taflb's mighty felf compare. 

Then, bright and merciful as heaven, receive 
Trom them fucU praifcs, as to heaven they give. 
Their praifes f^r that gentle influence, 
Which thofe aulpicious lights, your eyes, dilpenfc* 
Thofe radiant eyes, whcfe irrcfiftlefs flame 
Strikes Envy dumb, and keeps Sedition tame : 
They can to gazing multitudes give law. 
Convert the fadlious. and the rebel awe; 
They conquer for the duke ; where-c'cr you tread. 
Millions of profelytes behind are led, 
Through crouds of new-made convcits ftill you go, 
Pleas'd and triumphant at the glorious fliow. 
Happy that prince, who has by you attained 
A greater conqueft than his arms e*er gain'd : 
With all war's rage he may abroad overcome. 
But love 's a gentler viftory at home. 
Securely here he on that face relies, 
Lays-by his arms, and conquers with your eyes ; 
And all the glorious aclions of his life 
Thinks vvclJ rewarded, bled wlib I'ucU^ wife, TO 
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t O T H E KING, 

IN THE FIRST YEAR tiF ttiS MAJESTY'S REIGN. 

1^^ A Y all thy ycarst like this, propitious be, 
^^-^ And bring tfiee crowns, and peace, and viGtory ! 
Scarce haclft thou time t* urilheith thy conq\iering Wade; 
It did but glitter, and the rebels fled : 
Thy fwbrd, Ihe fafcguard of thy brtjthtr*$ thrrtite. 
Is now become thfe bulwark «f Wiy bVvn, 

Aw'd by thy fame, the trehibling nations fbb'd 
Through-out the world, to court fo bfare t frfcnd ; 
'The guilty fcnates that rcfos*d thy fwAy 
Repent their crime, and haftcn to obey ; 
Tribute they raife; and tows and oflcrings bns^ 
Confcfs their phrenzy, and trunfihn their king; 
"Who with their Venotn over^fpitad thy foil, 
Thofe fjorpions of the ftate, preibnt their oil. 

So the world's Savitfury like a rtlortal dre(l» 
Although by diuly rtiiracles cdnfeft, 
Accus*d of evil dofbriiite by the Tews^ 
Their rightful l<Jrd thfcy tnrpiotifly refufe ; 
But when they iaw foch terror in th€ ikies > 
The temple rent, their king in glory rifJS, 
Dread and amazement feiz*d the trembling crowd, 
tVhoF, confeious of their crime, ddoritig bow'd. 
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TO T H E K I N G. 

HP H O' train'd in arms, and leam'd in martial arts^ 
■*• Thou chufeft not to conquer, men, but hearts. 
Expe6ring nations for thy triumphs wait. 
But thou prcfcr'fl the name of jtifl to.great. 
So Jove lufpends his fubje6l world tadoom, 
Which would he pleafe to thunder, he *d confume. 

O ! could the ghofts of mighty heroes dead 
Return on eaith, and quit th' Elyiian ihadc, 
Brutus to James would tcuft the people's caule,. 
Thy juftice is a ftronger guard than laws ; 
Marius and Sylla would refign to thee, 
Nor Csefar, and great Pompey, rivals be,. 
Oi- rivals only who fliould beft obey, 
And Cato ^ives his voice for regal. f\vay. 

T O T H E KING, 

TTEROES of old, by rapine and by firoil, 
■*- -*• III fearch of fame did all the world embroil. 
Thus to their gods each then ally'd his name, 
This fprangfroin Jove, and that from Titan came.. 
With equal valour, and the famefuccefs, 
Dread king, might'ft thou the univerie opprefs. 
But chriftian laws conftrain thy martial pride^ 
Peace is thy choice, aad piety thy guide j 
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By thy example kings arc tauj^ht tofway. 
Heroes to fight, and ftints may Jearn to pray. 
The Grecian leaders were but half divine ; 
Neftor in council, and UlyfTes fliine : 
But in the day of combat, all would yield 
To the fierce matter of the feven-fold fliield. 
Their very deities were grac'd no more, 
Mars had the courage, Jove the thunder bore ; 
But alJperfe£Hons meet in James alone, , 

And Britain's king is all the gmls in one. 

Mr.. Waller to the Author, on \\h foic^^omg 
Verfes to the K i n Or 

A N early phnt, which fuch a bloflbm bcar^-, 
"^ ^ And (Kows a genius fo beyond his years, 
A judgement that could make Co fair a choice. 
So high a fubjeft to employ his voice. 
Still as it grows, how fwectly will he finf^, 
Tlic growiiig greatncfs of our matchlcfs king ? 

TO MR, WALLER. 

TT7" HEN into Libya the young Grecian came, 

^ ' To talk with Hammon, and confult for fame,. 
When from the facrcd tripod where he floods 
The prieft infpir*d faluted him a god ; 
Scarce fuch a joy that haughty vi6lor knew. 
So o\vn!d by heaven, as I thus praisM by you. 
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Whoe'er their names can in thy numbers fiiowy 
Have more than empire, and immortal grow; 
Ages to come ihall feorn the powers of «old» 
When In thy verfe of greater god« diey 'nt told ; 
Our beauteous queen, and martial monarch's namey 
For Jove and Juno fhall he plac'd by Fame, 
Hiy Charles for Neptune ihall the ieas comroand. 
And Sacharifia (hall for Venus ftand ; 
Greece ihall no longer boafl, nor haughty Rome, 
But think from Britain all the gods did come* 

T O T H* E 
IMMORTAL MEMORY OF MR. WALLER, 

upon HIS DEATH, 
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A Like partaking of ccleilial Hre, 
-^■^ Poets and heroes to renown afpire ; 
Till, crownM with honour and immortal name. 
By wit, or valour, led to equal fame, 
^ They mingle with the gods, that breathM iht noble J 

flame : 

Homer (hall laft like Aleitander long, 
As muqh recorded, and as often fuog. 

A tree of life is facred poetry ; 
Sweet is thy fruit, ano tem^pting to the eye. 
Many there are who nibble without leave ; 
But none, who are not bom to tade^ furtive. 

Widkr 
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Waller (hall never die, of life fecure, 
As long as Fame or aged Time endure : 
Waller, the MufeV darling, free to tafte 
Of all their (lores, the maflcr of the feaft ; 
Not like old Addm ftinted rn his^choicey 
But lord of all the fpacious poradife. 

Thofe foes to virtue, fortune, and mankind ^ 
Favouring his fame, once to do julHce join'd ;. 
No carping critick interrupts his praifc. 
No rival llrives, but for -a fecond' place :• 
No want conftrain*d, the writer's uftial fate ;■ 
A poet, wkh a plentiful eftate ; 
The firll of mortals, who before the tomb 
Struck the pernicious monfter, Envy, dumb,. 
Malice and Pride, Aofe favages, difarm'd ; 
Not Oipheus- with fuch powerful magic charm'di 
Scarce in the grave can we allow him more 
Than, living, we agreed to give before,. 

His noble Mufc employ *d her generous rage 
In crowning virtue, fcorning to engage 
The vice and follies of an impieus age : 
No fatyr lurks- within this hallow'd ground; 
But nymphs and heroines, kings^and gods abound,. 
Glory, and arms, and love^ is all the found r 
His Eden with no ferpent is defil'd, 
But all is gay, delicious all, and mild* 

Miftaken men his Mufc of flattery blame,. 
Adorning twice* an impious t)Tant's name: 
We raife our own, by giving fame to foes ; 
The valour that he prais'd he did 01^50^^^ 
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Nor were his thoughts to poetry confined* 
The l^ate and bufinefs fhar*4 his ample mind : 
As all the fair were captives to his \vit. 
So (enates to his counfels would ful^aiit t 
His voice fo fofr, his eloquence foflrong. 
Like Cato's was his fpcech, like Ovid** was his fong. 

Our Britilh kings are rais'd above the hcarfc, - 
Immortal made in his immortal verfe ; 
No more are Mars and Jove poetic themes. 
But the cclcftial Charles's and juft James : 
Juno and Pallas, all the fhining race 
Of heavenly beauties, to the queen give place ; 
Clear like her brow, and graceful was his fbng. 
Great like her mind, and like her virtue ftrong. 

Parent of gods, who.do*ft to gods remove, 
Where art thou plac*d, and which thy feat above ? 
Waller the god of verfe we will proclaim, 
>^ot Phoebus now, but Waller be his name ; 
Of Toyful bards the fweet fcraphic quire 
Acknowledge thee their oracle and fire ; 
The fphercs do homage, and the Mufts fmg 
Waller the god of verfe, who was the king. 

ON THE QUEEN'S PICTURE, 
GrV^EN IN EXCHANGE FOR ANOTHER. 

OF the rude Indians, artlefs and untaught, 
So brighteft jewels are with trifles bought : 
Dtcciv'd Ixion's fate revers'd is Ihow'd, 
Imperial Juno given for a cloud. ^ "^ 
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^T7" H EN we reflecTt upon our charming queen, 

^ ^ Hdr wit, her beauty , lier irtperial mein : 
Majeftic Juno in her air we find, 
The form of Venus with Minerva's mind : 
Who was fo grac*d,- (he, flie was fit alone 
With Royal James to fill the Britifh throne. » 
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To love, is to be doom'd, In life, to feel 
What after death the tortur*d meet in hell. 
The vulture dipping in Prometheus' fide 
His bloody beak, with his torn liver dy'd. 
Is Love : the ftone that labours up the hil% 
Mocking the labourer's toil, returning ftiU, 
Is Love : thofc ftreams where Tantalus is curft 
To fit, and never drink, with cndlcfs thirft, 
Thofe loaden boughs that with their burthen bend 
To court hi« tafte, and yet efcape his hand. 
All this is Love, that to diifembled joys 
Invites vain men, and real griefs dedroy?. 
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THE 
PROGRESS^ OF ]JEAirT¥. 

' I "" H E God of Day, defcending from above, 
•*- Mixt with die Sea, aod got the Queen of Love & 

Beauty, that fires the world, 'twas fitrfhould rife- 
From him alone, who light$ the ftars and 0ues« 

In Cyprus long, by men and gods- obey ^2, 
The lover's toil ihe gratefuily repaid-; 
Promifcuous bleflings to her (laves affigi^'d, 
And ihcw'd the world that beauty, ihould be kind. 
Learn by this pattern, all ye fair, to charro ; 
Bright be your beams, but without fcorching warm.. 

Helen was next from Grsec^ to Phrygia brought 
With much expence of blood and empire foughts 
Beauty and love the noblefk caufe afford 
That can try valour, or employ the fword : 
l>3ot men alone, incited by her charms. 
But heaven 's concern 'd,.aBd all the gods take armSi. 
Ihc happy Trojan, gbiioufly polTefV, 
Enjoys, and lets defpairing fools conteft : 
*• Secure, faid he, of that for which they fight^ 
*« Theirs be the toil, and mine be tiie delight;. 
<* Your dull refiedions, moralLfts, forbear ; 
** His title's bcft, who beft can pleafe the fair." 
Ten years, a noble fpace ! he kept his hold j. 
Nor loft, till Beauty was decayM and old. 
And Love by long poflcllion pall'd and cold. 

Aid 
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PllOGRESS OF BEAUTY. 1^7 
And now the gods, in pity to the cares, 
Tlie fierce defires, divifions, and dcfpairs 
Of tortur*d men, while Beauty was confin'd, 
Relblv'd to multiply the tharming kind. 
Greece was the land where this bright race begun> 
And faw a tbouiand rivals to the fun ; 
Hence follow*d arts> each fludying with care 
Some new produ6Hon to delight die fair. 
To bright Egeria, 3bcrates retired ; 
His wiidom grew but as his love infpirM : 
Thofe rocks and oaks that fuch emotions felt, 
Were cruel maids, whom Orpheus taught to melt t 
Mufic and fongs, and every way to move 
The ravtfh'd hieart, were feeds and plants of love* 

The godsL, entic'd by fo divine a birth, 
I>eicend from heaven to this new heaven on earth ; 
Thy wit, O Mercury> 's no defence from love. 
Nor, Mars, thy target, D«r thy thunder, Jove. 
The road immortals, in a thou&nd ibapes, 
Range ^ wide globe; ibme yield, fome fu&r rapes ; 
Invaded, or decetv'd, not one efcapes : 
The wife, though a bright goddefs, thus gives, place 
To mortal concubines of frelh embrace ^ 
By fuch examples were we taught to iee 
The life and foul of love is fweet variety* 

In. thoic firft times,, ere charming womankind 
Reformed their pleafures, poliihing the mind, 
Kude were thqiE revel«, and obfcene their joys, 
The broils of dninkacds, and the Ivl& of boys ;. 

Pbatb>» 
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Phcebus laments for Hyacinthus dead. 
And Juno, jealous, ftorms at Ganymede. 

Return, my Muft, and clofe that odious fcene^ 
Korftain thy verfe with images unclean : 
Of Beauty fing, her ihining progrefs view. 
From cUme to clime the daztling light purfuc. 
Tell how thegoddefs fpread, and how in empire grew. 
Let others govern or defend the ftiate. 
Plead at the bar, or manage a debate j 
In lofty arts and fcienccs excel. 
Or in proud domes employ their boafted Ikill, 
To marble and to brafs fuch features give. 
The metal and the ilonc may feeni to live j 
Dcfcribe the (hrs and planetary way. 
And trace the foodleps of eternal day ; 
Be this, my Mufe, thy pleafui-e and thy care» 
A Have to beauty to record the fair ; 
Sill wandering in Love's fweet delicious maze> 
To fing the triumphs of a heavenly face, 
Of lovely dames, who with a fmile or frown 
Subdue the proud, the fuppliant lover crown i 
From Venus down to Mira bring thy fong, 
To thee alone fuch fender talks belong. 

From Greece to Afric Beauty takes her flight, 
And ripens with her near approach to light : 
Frown not, yc fair, to hear of fwarthy dames 
With radiant eyes, that take unerring aims j 
Beauty by no complexion is defin'd, 
Is of all colours, and to none confin'd : 

Jewels 
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Jewels that ihine in gold or fifverlet. 
As fparkiing and as preciotis are in jet. 
Here Cleopatra, with a liberal heart, 
Bounteous of love, improv'd the joy with art 5 
The fii-ft who gave recruited ilaves to know 
That the rich pearl was of more ufe than Ihow^ 
Who with high meats, or a luxurious draughty 
Kept lore for ever flowing and full fraught. 
Julius and Anthony, thofe lords of all, 
I.ow at her feet prcfent the conquer'd ball ; 
Thofe dreadful eagles, that had fac*d the fun 
From pole to pole, at length fall dazzled down. 
Her dying truth fome generous tears would coft. 
But that her fate infpir'd " The World Well Loft* j'' 
With tecrct pride the ravifh*d Mufcs view 
The image of that death which Dryden drew. 

PleasM in fuch happy climates, warm and bright, 
I.ove for fome ages revePd with delight : 
The martial Moors, in gallantry refin'd. 
Invent new arts to make their charmers kind : 
See! in the lifts, by golden barriers bound. 
In warlike ranks they wait the trumpet's (bund; 
•Some love-device is wrought on every fword. 
And every ribbon bears fome myftic word : 
As when we fee the winged winds engage, 
Mounted on courfers foaming flame and rage, 

* All for Love 5 or. The World Well Loft, written 
•by Mr, Dryden, 
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Ruftling from every quarter of the iky. 
North, eaft, and \yeft, in airy fwiftnefs vie. 
One cloud repuls'd, new combatants prepare 
To meet as fierce, and form a thundering war : 
So when the trumpet founding gives the fign, 
The juftling chiefs the rude rencounter join; 
So meet, a«d fo renew tlic dextrous fight. 
Each fair beholder trembling tor her knight ; 
Their clattering arms with, the fierce fhock refoun^ 
Helmets and broken lances fpread the ground; 
Stin as one falls another rufbes in. 
And all muft be o*crcome, or none can win : 
The vi6bor, from tlie glittering dame, whofe eyes 
Aided his conquering arm, receives a precious pri 

Thus flourrfh'd Love, and Beauty reignM in fb 
Till the proud Spaniard gave thofe glories date : 
Paft is the gallantry, the fame remains, 
Tranfmitted fafe in Dryden\s lofty fcenes : 
Granada * loft, behold her. pomps reftor'd,. 
And Almahide + again by kings adorM. 

Love, driven thence, to colder Britain flies,. 
And with bright eyes the diftant fun fupplies ;. 
Romances, .that relate the dreadful fights. 
The loves and- prowefs of adventurous knights, 
To animate their rage, a kifs, record, 
From Britain's faircft nymph, was the reward. 

* The Conqueft of Granada, written by Mr. Dr 
t The part of Almahide, at\ed by NellGwyn. 
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riius ancient to Love's empire was the claim 
)f Britifh beauty^ and Co wide the fame, 
Vhich like our flag upon the (eas gives law, 
\y right avow'd, and keeps the world in awe. 

Our gallant kings, of whom long annals pitnre 
fhe mighty deeds, ftand as renown'd for love j 
I monar£h*s right o'er beauty they may claim, 
.ords of that ocean from whence beauty came. 
rhy Rofamond, great Henry, on theftage 
Jy a late Mufe preicnted in our age, 
l\'ith aching hearts and flowing eyes we view, 
rVhile that diffcmbled death prefents the tniet 
n Bracegirdlc the perfons fo agree, 
That all fcems real the fpe^ators fee. 

Of Scots and Gaufs defeated, and their kings 
rhy captives, Edward, Fame for ever fings ; 
^ike thy high deeds thy noble loves are prais'd, 
Vho haft to Love the nobleft trophy raised : 
rhy iiatues, Venus, though by Phidia's hand 
)engnM immoral, yet no longer ftand; 
The magic of thy fliining zone is paft, 
(ut Salift)ury*s garter fliall for ever laft ; 
Vhich, through the world by living monarchs worn, 
Idds grace to fceptres, and does cfowbs adorn. 

If fuch their £une, who gave thefe rites divine 
To facred Love, O what diflionour's thine, 
orgetful queen, who fever'd that bright head 
Vhich charmed two mighty monarchs to her bed » 
[adft thou been bom a man, thou hadft not err*d, 
'hy fame bad liv*d, and beauty been preferr'd. 
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But ah ! what mighty magic can afTwage 

A woman's envy, and a bigot*s rage ! 

Love tir*d at length, Lore tl\at delights to finilc^ 

Flying from fcenes of horror, quits our iflc ; 

With Charles the Cupids and the Graces gone. 

In exile live, for Love and he were one. 

With Charles he wanders, and for Charles he mourns; 

But oh, how fierce the joy when Charles returns I 

As eager flames, with oppofition pent, 

tireak out impetuous when they find a vent I 

Asa fierce torrent hinder'd in his race; 

Forcing his way, rolls with redoubled pace ; 

From the loud palace to the fiient grove. 

All by the king's example hve, and love : 

The Mufes with diviner voices fing, 

And a' I rejoice to pleafe the god-like king.. 

Then Waller in immortal verle proclaims 
The fhining. court, and all the gliuering dameSk 
Thy beauty, Sidney *, like Achilles' fword, 
Refittlels (lands, upon as fure record ; 
The forcmoll hero,, and the brigliteft dame. 
Both fung alike, fhall have their fate the fame. 
And.now, my Mufe, a nobler fong prepare. 
And fmg it loud, that heaven and canh may hear.. 
Behold from Italy a wandering ray 
Of moving light illuminates the day, 

♦ The Lady Dorothy Sidney, cclettdted under tfie 
name of SacharifTa. 

Northward: 
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Northward (he bends, majcftically brightji. 
And here ihe fixes her imperial light. 
Be bold, be bold, my Mu(e, nor fear to rai(e 
Thy voice to her who was thy earlicft prai/e : 
What though the fiillen fates refufe to fhine. 
Or frowa fcvcre on Ay audacious line ; 
Keep thy bright theme within thy fieady fight,. 
The clouds (hall fly before the dazzling light, 
And evcrlafting day direct thy lofty flight : 
Thou who haft never yet put on difguiic 
To flatter folly or defcend to vice, 
I.ct no vain fear thy generous ardour tame,. 
But fland crc£V, and found as loud as Fame. 

As when our eye, ibme profpcft to purfue,. 
Dcfccnding from a hill, looks round to view, 
PalTcs o'er lawns and meadows, till it gains 
Some beauteous fpot, and fixing there, remains : 
With equal rapture my tranfported Mufe, 
Flies othcc objefts ihi* bright theme to chufe. 
Queen of our hearts, and charmer, of our fight,. 
A monarch's pride^ his .^lory, and delight, 
Princefs ador'd and lov*d,. if verfc can give 
A deathlcCi name, thine fhall for ever live | 
Invok'd where'er the Britiih lion roars. 
Extended as. the feas that gird the Britifh fhofes. 
The wife immortals in their feats above. 
To crown their labours, flill appointed Love : 
Fhcrbus enjoy'd the goddefs of the Sea, 
Alcidcs had Omphalc, James ha» Thcc. 

O ha^^x| 
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O happy James ! content thy mighty mind. 

Grudge not the world, for ftill thy queen is kind| 

To lie but at whofe feet, more glory brittgs. 

Than 'tis to tread on fceptres and on kings : 

Secure of empire in that beauteous breaft. 

Who would not give their crowns to be ib blcft ^ 

Was Helen half fo fair, fo form*d for joy. 

Well chofc the Trojan, and well burnt was Troy. 

But ah ! what ftrange viciflitudes of fate» 

What chance attends on every worldly ftatc ! 

^A8 when the ikies were fack'd, the conquered godsy 

CompellM from heaven, forfook their bleft abodes s 

Wandering in woods they fled from den to den. 

Or, leading flocks, tum'd hirelings to men : 

Or, as the llatcly pine ere£ting high 

Her beauteous branches, {hooting to the iky. 

If ilrucken by the thunderbolt of Jove, 

Down falls at once the pride of all the grove. 

Level with loweil earth lies the tall head, 

That rcar'd aloft, as to the clouds was iprcad : 

So 

But ceafe, my Mufe, thy coloun are too faint. 
Hide with a veil thofe griefs that none can painf: 
This fun is fet — but fee in bright array 
What hofts of heavenly light recruit the day ! 
Love in a ihining galaxy appears 
Triumphant (till, and Grafton leads the ft^re : 
Ten thoufand loves ten thoufand feveral ways 
Invade the lookers-on> who die to gaze, 

Knowlr 
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Knowing our dooms j as to. the Syren's voice. 

So fweet 's th' enchantment, that our £ate *s our choice* 

Who mod refembl^ her, let next be nam'd, 

Villicrs for wifdom as for beauty fam'd : 

Of a high race that conquering Beauty brings 

To charm the woiid, and fubje^ls make of kings. 

With what delight my Mufe to Sandwich flies, 

Whofe wit is piercing as her fparkling eyes ; 

Ah ! how fhe mounts, and fprtads her aery wings. 

And tunes her voice, when fhe of Ormond iings^ 

Of radiant Ormond, only fit^to be 

The fucceflbr of beauteous OiTory. 

Richmond 's a title that but nam'd implies 

Majeftic graces and vi£lorious eyes ; 

Holmes and St. Albans rich in charms appear ^ 

Hyde Venus is, the Graces are Kildare : 

By EiTex, and fais Rutenbepg, we find 

That beauty to no climate is confin'd. 

Rupert, of royal blood, with modeft grace, 

Bluihes to hear the triumphs of her face. 

Carelefs, but yet fecure of conqueft dill, 

Lu*fon, unaiming, never fails to kill ^, 

GuiUlcft of pride, to captivate, or fhine. 

Bright without art, fhe wounds without deiignv 

But Wyndham like- a tyrant throws the dart^ 

And takes a cruel pleafure in the fmarr; 

Proud of the ravage that her beauties make. 

Delights in wounds, ancT kills for killing-fake ;; 

^ * Lady Gowcr* 
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AfTerting the donrimon of her eyes, 
A« heroes fight, for glory, not for prize. 
The ikilful Mnie*s carlieft care has been 
The praiie of never-Biding Mazarin ; 
The poet* and his theme, in fpight of Tinae, 
For ever young, enjoy an endlefs pntnt. 
With chaims fo numerous Myra can furprize. 
The lover knows not by which dart he die» 5 
So thick the volley, and the wound fo fure» 
No flight can fare, no remedy can cure. 
Yet dawning in her infancy of light, 
O fee another Brudenell heavenly bright. 
Bom to fulfil the glories of her line. 
And fix Love's empire in that race divine. 
Fain would my Mufe to Stowel bend her fight. 
But turiis a(loni(h*d ^m the dazzling light. 
Nor dares attempt to climb the fleepy fliglit. 

O Kneller ! like thy pi6hjres were my fong. 
Clear like thy paint, and like thy pencil ftrong, 
Thcfc matchlefs beauties fliould recorded be 
Immortal in my rcrfe, as in thy gallery f. 

* St. Evremond, who has celebrated Madam Mazarin 
under the name of Hortenfe. 

t The gallery of beauties at HaroptOA Court, drawn 
by Sir Godfrey Kneller. 
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ON MY LAI?Y HYpE, 
HAVING THE SMALL-POX. 

O C ARCE could the general joy for Mohun appeal, 

^ But new attempts fhow othef dangers near j 

Beauty *s attacked in he^^ imperial fortt 

Where all her Loves and Graces keep their court* 

In her chief refidcncc bcfieg'd at lafty 

Laments to fee her faired fields ]ai4 wai^e. 

On things immortal all attempts are vainy 
Tyrant Diieafe, 'tis lofs of time and p^in ; 
Glut thy wild rage, and load thee with rich prize. 
Torn from her cheeks, her fragrant lips and eycs^ 
As much vermilion, as much iuftre take. 
As might 9 HelQ9 or a Venus make ; 
Like Thetis (he ihall fruftrate thy vtin rape. 
And in variety of charms efcape. 
The twinkling ftars drop numberlefs each night» 
Yet fhines the radiant firmament as bright ; 
So from the ocean ihould th^ rivers drain. 
Still would enough t9 drown the world remain* 
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TO M y R A. 

WARN'D and made wife by others £ame> 
I fled from whence fuch mifchiefs aune» 
Shunning the fex that kills at fight^ 
I fought my fafety in my flight. 

But ah ! in vain from fate we fly ! 
For, firfl or (afl, as all muft die> 
So 'tis as much decreed above. 
That, firfl or lafl, we all mufl love. 

My hearty that flood fo long the fliock 
Of winds and waves, like fome Arm rock. 
By one bright (park from Myra thrown, 
is into flame> Uke powder, blown. 

TO MYRA. 

S O N ' G, 

FOOLISH Lorve, begone, faid I, 
Vain are thy attempts on me. 
Thy foft allurements I defy; 
Women, thofe fair diflemblers, fly ; 
My heart 's not made for thee. 

Love heard, and flrait prepar'd a dart s 

Myra, revenge my cauie, faid he. 

Too fure 'twas fliot ; I feel the (mart. 

It rends my brain, and tears my heart : 

OLoYCl my con^ueiori pit] mt« 



TO M Y R A. 

THE SURR£NDEK« 

VrOW fly, Difciction, to my iid, 
"'-^ See haughty Myn, £ur and hoffm^ 
In all the pomp of love amy'd ; 

Ahy how I tremhle at her Bgfu ! 
She comes! fhe comes ! hefioKe her all 

Mankind does pi o flia i c §sdL 
Love, a deftroyer fierce and yoiin^ 
Adventurous, tenihle, and ftrong. 
Cruel and raih, delighting ftill to rez. 

Sparing Bor age Bor icx. 
Commands in chief : well foctifjr'd he liet^ 
And from her lip*, her cfaeeks, her eyes. 
All oppolition hp defies. 
Reafon^ Love's old inireteiate foe^ j 

Scarce ever leconcil'd till now, 
Rea(bn affifts her too. 
A wiib commander he, for council fit. 
But nice and coy, nor has been ieen to fit 
In modem fynods, nor appear'd of late 
In courts or camps, or in aflfairs of fiatei 

Rcafon proclaims them all his foes, 
Who fuch refiftlcfs charms oppoie. 

My very bofom-fricnds make war 
^ Within my breai^, and in her intettftn vt \ 
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Efteetn and Judgment with flrong Fancy join. 

To call the fair inYddcr in ; 
My daflihg faf frurite, Inclihsftion too. 

All, all confpiring with the foe 
Ah! whitlitr-ihikll I'fly to hide ' 
My weakncfs from the conqueror's pride ? 
Now, now, Difcretion be hif gtiicle 1 

But fee, this^iighty Arcltimkdes tcb 
Surrendeirs now ; 

Prefuming lon^ to rcifift, 
His trrynatne 

Difcretion mtift 'difcliiira. 
Folly and Madnefs ^ly would perfift; 



TO M Y R A. 

SO N G. 

f * L L teli her the next time, ilaiii 1 : 
^ In vain ! in vain ! for when I try, 
Upon my timorous tongue the trembling accents die. 
Alas ! a thoufand thoufand fears 
Still over-awe when ihe apipears, 
My breath is ipent ifi fighs, my eyes are drowu'd In tean. 
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TO MY H A. 

Loving at. first sight. 

I .... 

L 

NO warning of th* approaching •flame. 
Swiftly like fujdflen death it casnc. 
Like travellers by lightning kill'd, 
I burnt the momcot jL^^^held. * 

%l. 
In whom fo manyjcharfns are plac'd^ i 
Is with a mind as i\o]>^y j!<rac'd } 
The cafe, ib fhining to behold. 
Is fiil'd >vith rjicheft ^cms,aiul gold* - 

To what my eye$ j|dmir*d before;, 
I add a thoufand gra^ft mQrej 
And fancy blows into a flange 
The fpark that from Jier beau^ C9me« 

IV. 
The object thus impTov*d by thought. 
By my own image J ajiJ ,c»iight : 
Pygmalion fo, with fatal art, 
Polifh*d the form thatiiung his heart. 
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TO M y R A* 

V 

TTTHEN wilt diou break, my fhibborn heait? 

'^ "^ O Death, how flow to take my part I 
Whatever I purfuc, denies, 
Death, Deadi itfelf, like Myra flies. 

II. 
Love and Defpair, like twins^ pofleft 
At the fame fatal birth my breafl : 
No hope could be, her fcom ^p«tis ail 
That to my deitin'd lot coidd fall. 

HI. 
I thought, alas ! that Love could dwell 
But in warm climes, where no fnow fell $ 
Like plants, that kindly heat requtre. 
To be maintain'd*by conflanC fire. 

IV. 
That without hope 'twould die as ibon, 
A little hope— but I have none. 
On air the poor Camelions thrive, 
Deny'd ev'n that, my love can live. 

V. 
As toughed trees In ftorms are bred, 
And grow in fpite of winds, and fpread, 
The more the tempefl tears and fliakcs 
My love, the deeper root it takes* 

I VL Defpair 



TO M Y It A. rsj 

VI. 

Defpair, that aconite does prove. 
And certain death to odier's love ; 
That poifoB, never yet witfafloody 
Does nouriih miney and turns to food* 

VIL 
O ! for what crime is my torn heart 
Condemned to fuffer deathlds finait ? 
like fad Prometheus, thus to lie 
Ifi endlefs pain, and never die. 

I N PRAI S E OF MTRA. 

I. 

•IPUNE, tune thy lyre; hcgin* my Male; 
*^ What nymph, vdiat queen, wbatgfMcU wik tfaoo 

chuie? 
WhoCe preifes fiag ? wiiat chanMr't wome 
Tranfmit immortal down to £ubc ? 
Strike, ftrike thy ihrings ; let Echo lake die iooady 
And bear it far, to all the momtaiat rotiiul : # 
Pindus again (hall hear, again Tejoke, 
And Hsmus too, as when th' enchanting voice 
Of tuneful Orpheus charm'd the grove, 
Tauglit oaks to dance, and made the cedars move, j 
IL 
Nor Venus, norJMana, will we name, 
Myra is Venus and Diana too ; 
All that was feign'd of them, apply'd to her, Is true t 
Then fing, my Muie^ let Myra be your theooiu 
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As when the ihepherds would a garland make, 
They fearch with pains the fragrmrt meiKlows round, 
Fiuckiog but here and there, and only take 
The fweeteft flowers^ with which Ibmc n\TBph J 

crown'd : 
In framing Myra Co dmsely fair. 
Nature has takea the iame care { 
All that is lovely, noble, good, we feor 
All, beauteous Myra^ all bound up in thee. 

in. 

Where Myra is, there is the Queen of Lave, 
Th' Arcadi»n paihrres, -mad the Cyif rtan growct 
When Myra walks, fo charming is her mien. 
In every motion every grace is feen : 

t When Myra ijj^iaks, fo juft 's the'fMfc and ftnmgi 
ISo fweet '8 the ikitte^ ^is like the Mufe's ibng. 
Place me on mountains of eternal Aiow, 
Where all is ice, all winter witids Chat blow ; 
Or caft me underneath the burning line, 

. \Vhere cverkHing fun does ihine, 
Where aW is^cordi^d — whatever you decree. 
Ye gods ! whatever I (ball be, 

Myra (hall ftill be lov'd, and ftill ador'd by mc 
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My Lady Hyde, fitting for her Pidlure. 

TTTH I L£ Kneller with inimitable an 
^^ Attempts that face, \vhofe print 's on every heirt, 
'The poet with a pencil lefs confin'd 
Shall draw her virtues, and defcribie'her mind. 
Unlock the (hrine, and to the fight unfold 
The fccret gems, and all the inward gold. 
To only patterns do the irvfufes name 
Of pcrfe6t beauty, but of guilty fame : 
A Venus and a Helen have been feen 
Both perjur'd wives, the goddefs and the queen : ' 
In this, the third, are reconciled at laft 
Thofc jarring attributes of fair and chafte. 
This dazzling beauty is a lovely alfe 
Of fliining virtue, fpotlcfs as her fate. 
With graces that attract, l^ut not cfafhare. 
Divinely goody as flie 's divinely fair ; 
With beauty nor a£re6(ed, vain, taor proud, 
W^ith'greatnefs eafy, aflable, and good. 
Others by guilty artifice, and arts 
Of promis'd kindnefs, praSife on our heartf. 
With expe£btion blow the paflion tip ; 
She fabs the fire without one gale of hope : 
Like the chdde moon (he (hines to all mankind. 
But to Endymion is her love confined. 
What cruel deftiny on beauty waits. 
When on one face depend fo many fates ! 
ObHg'd by honour to relieve but one, 
Vnhappy men by thoufands arc UEidotkC. 
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Written m a Garden in the North. 

IQiT H AT charm is this, that in the midHof fnon 
^^ Of ftonns and blafts, the nobleft fruits dogrov 
Melons on beds of ice are taught to bear. 
And (bangers to the fun, yet ripen here : 
On frozen ground the fweeteft flowers arife, 
Unfeen by any light but Flavia's eyes : 
Whcre*er ihe treads, beneath the charmer's feet 
The rofe, the jafmine, and the lilies meet : • 
Where.*er Ihe looks, behold (bme fudden birth 
Adorns the trees, and fru£tifies the earth : 
In midftof mountains and unfruitful ground. 
As rich an £den as the firfi is found. 
In this new paradife (he reigns in (bite 
With fovereien pride, difdainfui of a mate ; 
Like the firft charmer fair, but not (b frail, 
Againft whofs virtue all temptations fail : 
Beneath thofe beams that fcorch us from her eyes. 
Her fnowy bofom (lill unmeitcd lies : 
Love from her lips fpreads all his odours round. 
But bears an ice, and fprings from frozen ground* 
So cold the dime tliat can fuch wonders bear. 
The garden (ccms an emblem of the fair. 
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TO DAPHNE. 

A Roman and a Greek our pralfe divide. 
Nor can we yet who bed deferv'd decide : 
Behold two mightier coocjuerors appear, 
Some for your wit, ibme for your eyes declare. 
Debates anie which captivates us moft, 
And none can tell the charm by which he 's lo{t» 
The bow and quiver does Diana bear, 
Cybel the lions, Pallas has the fpear ; 
Poets fuch embicttis to their gods aflign, 
ilearts bleeding by the dart and pen be thine. 



T O A . 
VERY LEARNED YOUNG LADY. 

LOVE, like a tyrant whom no laws conftrain. 
Now for fome ages kept the world in pain j ^ ) 

Beauty by vaft defhxi£kions got renown. 
And lovers only by their rage were known | 
But Delia, more aufpicious to mankinct. 
Conquering the heart, as much inftruds the mind % 
Blcft in the fate of her vi£(orious eycs> 
Seeing, we love, and hoaring, we grow wife : 
So Rome, for wifdom as for conqueft fam*d, 
Improv'd with arts whom ihe by amis had tam'd^ 
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Above the clouds is plac'd this glorious light, 
l^othing lies hid from her enj^uiring fight ; 
Athens and Rome for arts reftor'd rejoice^ 
Their language ta^es new mufic froja^ her voice. 
Learning and Loye in the fame (eat we find» 
So bright her form, and fo adom'd 's her mind. 

Long has Minerva govern'd in the (kiesy 
But now defcendsy confcH to human cyts : 
Behold in ]>elia that inipiring queen 
Whom iearned Athens fo ador'd unfeen. 



THYRSIS AND D E 1. I A. 

TH YRS I 8. 

DE L I Ay how long muft I defpair. 
And tax you with difdain. 
Still to my tender love fevcre, 
Untouch'd when I complain ? 

DELIA, 
When men of equal merit love us. 

And do with equal ardour fue, 
Thyrfis, you know but one can move us ; , 
Can I be yours and Strephon's too ? 
My eyes view both with mighty pleafure. 

Impartial to your high defert. 
To both alike cilccm I meafure. 
To Qne alooe can give my heart. 

Thyrsi 



THYRSIS AND DELIA. i^f ; 

T H Y us I 8. 
Mydcrlous guide of iocliDatuoi, 

Tell me, tyrant, why am I, 
With equal merit, eqiiai paffion. 
Thus the vi6):im chofe to die > 

Why am I 
The vi£lim cho(e to die ? 

DELIA. 

On Fate alone depends fucccfs, 

And Fancy Realbn over-rules. 
Or, why (hould virnie ever mils 

Reward, fo often given to fools f 
*Tis not the valiant nor the witty. 

But who alone is bora to pleaie. 
Love docs predeilinate our pity ; 

We chuie but whom he firll decreet* 



MY LADY HYDE. 

VTTHEN fam'd Apelles (ought to frame 

^ ^ Some image of th' Idalian dame. 
To fumiih graces for the piece 
He fimimon'd all the nymphs of Greece i 
So many mortals were combin'd. 
To (how how one immortal ihiii'd. 
Had Hyde thus (at by proxy too. 
As Venus then was faid to do, 
Venus heHelf, and all the train 
Of goddcSks had fummon'd been % 
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The painter mud have rearch*d the ikies 
To match the luilre of her eyes. 

Comparing then, while thus we vie\/ 
The ancient Venus, and the new. 
In her we many mortals fee. 
As many goddefles in thee. 

AN APOLOCT 

P O & A N 

UNSEASONABLE SURPRIZE. 

FAircft ZeHnda, ceafe to clikTey or grierey 
Nor blufli at jop that only you can give. 
Who with bold e^'es furvey'd thoic matchleft channt^ 
Is punifh'd, feeing in another's arms. 
With greedy looks he views each naked part» 
Joy feeds his iight, and envy tears his heart. 
So caught was Mars, and Mercury aloud 
Proclaim'd his grief, that he was not the god : 
So to be raught was every god's dcilrc ; 
Nor lefs than Venus can Zelioda Bre. 
Forgive him then, thou more than heavenly £ur^ 
Forgive his raibnefs, punifli'd by dcfpair. 
All that we know which wretched mortals feel 
In thofc fad regions where the tortur'd dwell, 
Js tlvat they fee the raptures of the blcft, 
And view the joys that they mull never taile. 

MYRA 

N 
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. MYRA SINGING. 

TH E Syrens, once deluded, vainly charmed ; 
Ty'd to the maft, UlyfTes fail'd unharm'd : 
Had Myra's voice enticed his liftening car, 
The Greek had ftopt, and would have dy*d to hear» 
When Myra fings, we feek th' inclianting found. 
And blefs the notes, that can fo fweetly wound : 
What mufick n«eds mud dwell upon that tongue^ 
Whofe fpecch is tuneful as another's fong ? 
Such harmony, fuch wit, a face fo fair. 
So many pointed arrows who caa bear ? 
Who from her wit, or from her beauty flies. 
If with her voice (he overtakes him, dies. 
Like foldiers fo in battle wc fucceed. 
One peril 'fcaping, by another bleed ; 
In vaiivthc dart or glittering fword we {hun, 
Condcmn'd to pcrilh by the flaughtering gun. 

MYRA IN HER RIDING HABIT. 

WHEN Myra in her fex*s garb we fee. 
The Queen of Bcautv then flic fccms to be } 
Now, fair Adonis, in this male-difguife, 
Or Cupid, killing with his mother's eyes : 
No ftile of empire changed by this remove. 
Who fecm'd the Goddefs, fcems the God of Love. 

M SONG 
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SONG TO MYRA. 

TPOrfakcn of my kindly ftars, 

•*• Within thy melancholy grove 

I wade my days land nights in tears, 

A viftim to ungrateful love. 
The happy ftill untimely end : 

Death flics from grief; or why fhould I 
So many hours in forrow fpend, 

Wifhing, alas ! in vain to die ? 
Ye powers ! take pity of my pain. 

This, only this, is my dcfire ; 
Ah ! take from Myra her difdain. 

Or let me with this ligh expire. 



SONG TO MYRA. 

*f T7 H Y fliould a heart fo tender break ? 

^^ O Myra ! give its anguilh cafe : 
The ufe of beauty you mi (lake, 

Not meant to vex, but pleafe. 
Thofe lips for fmiling were dcfign'd. 

That bofom to be preft, 
Your eyes to languilh and look kind. 

For amorous arms yourwalle : 
Each thing has its appointed right 

Eftablifti*d-by the powers above ; 
The fun and ftars give warmth and light, 
The fair diilributc \o\c» 



C '63 ] 

TO M Y R A. 

^J" A ture, indulgent, provident, and kind, 

-^^ In all things that excel fome ufe defign'd. 

The radiant fun, of every heavenly light 

The firft, did Myi"a not difpute that right, 

Sends from above ten thoufand bleflings down. 

Nor is he fet fo high for fliow alone ; 

His beams reviving with aufpicious fire, 

Freely we all enjoy what all admire. 

The moon and ftars, thofc faithful guides of night, 

Are plac*d to help, not entertain, the fight. 

Plants, fruits, and flowers, the fertile fields produce, 

Not for vain ornament, but wholefome ufe : 

Health theyreftorc, and nourifliment they give, 

We fee with pleafure, but we tafte to live* 

Then tliink not, Myra, that thy form was meant 

More to create defire, than to content : 

Would the juft gods fo many charms provide 

Only to gratify a mortal's pride ? 

Would they have rais'd thee fo above thy fcx 

Only to play the tyrant, and to vex ? 

•Tis impious pleafure to delight in harm, 

And beauty fliould be kind, as well as cliarm^ 
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MYRA'S PARROT. 

T N thofe firfl timesy when nymphs were rude and coji 
-■• The gods difguis'dy laid amhulhes for joy ; 
From Jove in feathers, harmlefs to the fight, 
Laeda, without a blufh, accepts delight. 
Myra, as chafte as Laeda, and more ^ir. 
Forgive an anxious lover*s jealous care. 
And O take heed, for, if fuch talcs were true. 
The gods may pra£^ife thefe deiigns on you ; 
Their heaven and all their brightnefs they will quit 
For any form, that may to you admit. 
Sec, how the wanton bird, ,at every glance. 
Spreads his gay plumes,. and feels an amorous trance j^ 
Preft by that hand, he melts at every touch ; 
Pfcft by that hand, who would not melt as much ? 
The Queen of Beauty (hall forfake the dove. 
Henceforth the parrot be the bird of love. 



TO M y R A. 

SINCE truth and conftancy are vain. 
Since neither love, nor ftnfc of pain, 
Nor force of reafon, can perfuade, 
Then let example be obey*d. 

In courts and cities, could you fee 
How well the wantoxv fools agree^ 

Wert 



TO M Y R A. >«5 

Were all the curtains drawn, you'd find 
Scarce one, perhaps, but who is kind. 

Minerva, naked from above 
With Venus, and the wife of Jove, 
Expoling every beauty bare, 
Defcended to the Trojan heir ; 
Yet' this was (he whom poets name 
Goddefs of Charity and Fame. 

Penelope, her loixl away. 
Gave amorous audiences all the day ;. 
Now round the bowl the fuitors fit, 
With wine provoking mirth and wit : 
Then down they take the flubborn bow ; 
Their ftrength, it feems, fhe needs muft know : 
Thus twenty cheerful winters paft, 
She*s yet immoitaliz'd for chaljc. 

Smile, Myra, then j reward my flame. 
And be as much fecurc of fame : 
By all thofe matchlefs beauties fir'd. 
By my own matchlefs love infpir*d, 
So will I fing, fuch wonders write, 
That, when th' aftonifh'd world (hall cite 
A nymph of fpotlefs worth and fame, 
Myra (hall be th' immortal name. 
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THEDISCOVERY. 

TO THE COUNTESS OF y 

Vrr ITH Myra*s charms, and my extreme dcfpair, 

^^* Long has my Mufe amaz'd the reader's car. 
My friends with pity heard the mournful found, 
And all enquir'd who gave the fatal wound ; 
Th* aftonidi'd world beheld an endlefs flame, 
Ne'er to be qucnch'd, and knew not whence it came : 
So fcatter'd fire from burning ^tna flies. 
Yet none can tell fiom whence thofe flames arid*. 

My timorous ton;=jue, ftill trembling to con£efs. 
Fearful to name, would fain have had her guefs ; 
Slight paffions with great eafe we can unfold, 
Were my love lefs, my tongue had been more bold ; 
But who can live, and endlefs torments feel ? 
Compeird by racks, the moft refolv'd reveal 
Thofe fecrcts, that their prudence would conceal. 
My weeping Mufe, oppreft with hopelcfs vows. 
Flies to her feet, and thus for mercy bows. 

Survey your felf, and then forgive your flavc. 
Think what a pafTion fuch a fonn mull have ; 
Who can, unmov'd, behold that heavenly face, 
Thofe radiant eyes, and that refiftlefs grace ? 
My vows to Myraall were meant to thee, 
The praife, the love, the matchlefs conftancy. 
'Twas thus of old, when all th' immortal dames 
■^''erc grac'd by poets, each with feveral names ; 

For 
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For Venus, Cytherea was invokM, 
Altars for Pallas, to Athena fmok'd : 
Such names were theirs j and thou the raoft divine^ 
Moll lov*d of heavenly beuties, Myra 's thine. 

MYRA AT A REVIEW. 

T E T meaner beauties conquer fingly ftill, 
-^^^ But haughty Myra will by thoufands kill. 
Through armed ranks triumphantly Ihe drives, 
And with one glance commands ten thoufand lives: 
The trembling heroes nor »efift nor fly. 
But at the head of all their fquadrdns die. 



TO MY R A. 

I. 

SO calm and fo fercnc but now, 
What means this change on Myra's Isrow ? 
Heraguifh love now glows and burns. 
Then chills and Ihakes, and the cold fit returns. 

II. 
Mock*d with deluding locks and fmilcs. 
When on her pity I depend, 
My aery hope (he foon beguiles. 
And laughs, to fee my torments never end, 

III. 
So up the fteepy hill with pain 
The weighty ftone is roll'd in vain, 
Which having touch'd the top, recoils, 
And leaves the labourer to renew his toils. 

M 4 ^ ^ 
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TO M Y R A. 

nn Houghtful nights, and reftlefs waking, 
•*" O the pains that we endure ! 
Broken faith, unkind forfakingy 

Ever doubting, never fure. 
Hopes deceiving, vain endcarours. 

What a race has love to run ! 
Falfe protefting, fleeting favours. 

Every, every way undone. 
Still complaining, and defending. 

Both to love, yet not agree. 
Fears tormenting, pailion rending, 

O the pangs of jealoufy ! 
From fuch painful ways of living, 

Ah how fvveet, could love be free ! 
Still prefcnting, ftill receiving. 

Fierce immortal ecftafy. 

TO M y R A. 

S O N G. 

TjRepar'd to rail, refolv'd to part, 
•■• When I approach the perjur*d maicl^ 
What is it awes my timoi ous heart ? 
Why is my tongue afraid ? 

Will 
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With the leaft glance a little kind, 

Such wondrous power have Myra*s charmsy 
She calms my doubts, enflaves my mind. 

And all my rage difarms. 
Forgetful of her broken vows, 

Wlien gazing on that form divine. 
Her injurM valTal trembling bows. 

Nor dares her (lave repine. 

TO M y R A. 

THE ENCHANTMENT. 

In ImitatioaofthePHAHMACEUTRiAof Theocritus. 

MI X, mix the philtres— X^uick — (he flics, Ihc flies. 
Deaf to my call, regardlefs of my cries. 
A re vows fo vain ? Could oaths fo feeble prove ? 
Ah with what eafe fhe breaks thofe chains of love ! 
Whom Love with all his arts had bound in vain. 
Let charms compel, and magic rites regain. 

Begin, begin, the myflic fpells prepare ; 

Bring Myra back, my pcrjur*d wanderer. 
Queen of the night, btight emprefs of the ftars. 
The friend of love, aflift a lover's carts : 
And thou, infernal Hecate, be nigh, 
At whofe approach fierce wolves affrighted fly. 
Dark tombs difclofe their dead, and hollow crie« 
Echo from under ground ; A rife, arife. 

Begin, begin, the myftic ipelU preT^t^\ 

^riogMyra back, my pcrjvu'd Nvan^^tx. ^^ 
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As crackling in the fire this laurel lies. 
So ftruggling in Love's flames her lover dies : 
It burfts, and ii> a blaze of light expires; 
So may fhe burn, but with more lading fires. 
Begin, begin, the myftic fpclls prepare ; 
Bring Myra back, my pcrjurM wanderer. 
As the wax melts that to the flames I hold. 
So may flic melt, but never more grow cold ; 
Pliant and warm may ftill her heart remain. 
Soft for the print, but ne'er turn hard again. 
Tough iron will yield, and llubborn marble ruo. 
And hardcft hearts by love are melted down. 
Begin, begin, the myftic fjxills prepare ;' 
Bring Myra back, my perjur*d wandcrcr. 
As with impetuous motion whirl'd apace, 
Tl\is magic wheel ftill moves, yet keeps its place. 
Ever returning : lb may fhe come back, 
And never more th' appointed round forfakc. 
Begin, begin, the myftic Ipclls prepare ; 
Bring Myra back, my pcrjur'd wanderer. 
Diana, hail ! all hail ! Moft welcome thou. 
To whom th' infernal king and judges bow r 
O thou who canft the powci-s of hell perfuadc, 
Kow try tl\y charms upon a faithlcfs maid. 
Hark ! the dogs bark ! She comes, the goddefs comes: 
Sound, found aloud, and beat our brazen drums. 
Begin, begin, the myftic fpells prepare ; 
Bring Myra back, my pcrjur'd wanderer. 
How calm 's the Iky ! how undifturb'd the deep f 
Katurc is hufh'd, the very tcmpcfts flccp. 
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"The drowfy winds breathe gently through the trees, 
Jlnd filent on the beach repofe the feas : 
Xove only wakes : the ftorm tliat tears my brcaft 
J'or ever rages, and diftra6i:s my reft : 
O Love ! refentlcfs Love ! tyrant accurft I 
Jn deferts bred, by cruel tigers nurft ! 

Begin, begin, the myftic fpclls prupare ; 

Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 
This riband that once bound her lovely waftc, 
O that my arms might gird her there as fall ! 
Smiling (he gave it, and I prizM it more. 
Than the rich zone th' Idalian goddefs wore. 
This riband, this lov'd reiick of the fair, 
So kils'd, and fo preferv'd---Thus, thus I tear. 
O Love ! why doft thou thus delight to rend 
My Ibul with pain ? Ah, why torment thy fricrt^! 

Begin, begin, the myftic fpells prepare j 

Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 
Thrice have I facrific'd, and proft rate thrice 
Ador'd : aliift, ye powers, the facrifice. 
Who-e'er he is, whomi now the fair beguiles 
With guilty glances, and with perjur'd fmilcs. 
Malignant vapours blaft his impious head, 
Ye lightning fcorch him, thunder ftrike him dead. 
Horror of confcience all his {lumbers break, 
Dilhaft his reft, as love keeps me awake j ' 
If marry'd, may his wife a Helen be, 
And curftand fcom*d, like Menelaus he. 

Begin, begin, the myftic fpells prepare ; 

Bring Myra back, my perjured wanderer. 
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Thcfe powerful drops thrice on the threfhold pour. 
And bathe with this enchanted juice her door. 
That door where no admittance now is found. 
But where my foul is ever hovering round. 
Haftc, and obey : and binding be tlic fpcll,^ 
Here ends my charm : O Love, fucceed it wdl : 
By force of magick ftop the flying fair. 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 

Thou'rt now alone ; and painful is re{h*aint : 
Eafe thy prcft heart, and give thy forrows vent. 
Whence fprang, and how began thefc griefs, declare. 
How much thy love, how cruel thy defpair. 
Ye moon and ftars, by whofe aufpicious light 
I haunt thefe groves, and wade the tedious niglit. 
Tell, for you Jcnow the burthen of my heart. 
Its killing anguiih, and its iecret fmart. 
Too late for hope, for my repefe too foon, 
I faw, and lov'd ; her heart, engaged, was gone : 
A happier man poflefs'd whom I adore ; 
O I fliould ne'er have fecn, or feen before. 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart. 
Its killing anguifli, and its fecret fmart. 
What (hall I do ? Shall I in filence bear, 
Deftroy myfelf, or kill the ravifher ? 
Die, wretched lover, die : but ah beware. 
Hurt not the man who is bclov'd by her. 
Wait for a better hour, and truft thy fate : 
Thou feek*ft her love, beget not then her hate. 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart, 
lu killing anguiih and its fecret fjnart. . 
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r My life confunnng with eternal grief. 

From herbs and fpells I feek a vain relief; 
• To every wife magician I repair^ 
. In vain ! for ftill I love, and I deipair. 
Circe, Medet, and tlie Sibyl books. 
Contain not half th' enchantment of her looks. 

Tell, for you know the burthen of my hearty 

Its killing anguiih, and its fecret fmart. 
As melted gold preferves its weight the fame. 
So burnt my love, nor wafted in the flame. 
And now, unable to fupport the itrife, 
A glimmering hope recals her parting life j 
My rival dying, I no longer grieve. 
Since I may aik, and fhe with honour give. 

Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart,. 

Its killing anguifh, and its fecret fmart. 
Witnefs ye hours, with what unwcary'd <:are„ 
From place to place I ftill purfucd the fair. 
Nor was occalion to reveal my flames 
Slow to my fuccour, for it fwiftly came r 
It came, it came, that moment of delight, 
O gods ! And how I trembled at her fight ! 

Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart. 

Its killing anguifl), and its fecret fmart. 
Difmay'd and motionlefs, confus'd, amaz'd. 
Trembling I flood, and terrify'd I gaz*d j 
My faltedng tongue in vain for utterance try'd. 
Faint was my voice, my thoughts abortive dy'd,. 
Or in weak founds and broken accents c^mc 
Imperfect, as difcourfes in a dream« 
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Tell, for you know the burthen of myhetrty 
Its killing anguiih, and its fecrct Ihiait. 
Soon (he divin'd what this confufion meant. 
And guefsM with eafethecaufe of my complaint t 
My tongue emboldening as her looks were mild, 
At length I told my griefs — And ftill fhe fmiPd. 
O Syren, Syren, fair doluder, fay 
Why fhould you tempt to tru^, and then betray ? 
So faithlefs now, wliy gave you hopes before ? 
Alas! you fliould have been Icfs kind, or»more» 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart. 
Its killing anguifh, and its fecrct fmart. 
Secure of innocence, I feck to know 
From whence this change, and my misfortunes gro 
Rumour is loud, and every voice proclaims 
^er violated faith, and confcious flames. 
Can this be true ? Ah flattering mifrhief, fpcak. 
Can you make vows, and in a moment break ? 
And can the fpace fo very narrow be 
Betwixt a woman's oath, and perjury > 
O Jcaloufy ! All other ills at lii ft 
My love efiay'd, but thou art fure the word ? 
Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart. 
Its killing anguifh, and its fccret fmart. 
Ungrtatcful Myra ! urge me thus no more,* 
Kor think me tame, that once fo long I bore : 
Though now by philtres 1 'd avert thy change. 
The philtres failing, poifon fhall revenge : 
Already ftands prcpar'd the deadly draught. 
Of an Aflyrian was the fecrct bought : 
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tor whom that draught ? Ah feeble rage and vain ! 

With how fccure a brow (he mocks my pain ? 

Thy heart, fonc| lover, docs thy threats belie, 

Canft thou hurt her, for whom thou yet would'ft dit ! 

Nordurft fhe thus thy juft rcfentment brave, 

But that flie knows how much thy foal 's her flavc. 

But fee ! Aurora rifing with the fun 

Diflblvesmy charm, and frees th* enchanted moon^ 

My fpclls no longer bind at fight of day, 

And young Endymion calls his love away. 

Love 's the reward of all, on earth, in heaven. 

And for a plague, to me alone was given. 

Evils we cannot Ihun we muft endure, 

Death and a broken heart 's a ready cure. 

Cynthia farewel, go reft thy weary light, 

I muft for ever wake— Wc *ll meet again at night. 

TO M Y R A* 

T H E VISION. 

TN lonely walks, diftrafled by defpair, / 

**• Shunning mankind, and torn with killing carc^ 

My eyes o'erflowing, and my frantic mind 

Rack'd with wild thoughts, fwelling with fighs the windf 

Through paths untrodden day and night I rove. 

Mourning the fate of my fuccefslcfs love. 

Who moft defire to live untimely fall, 

But when we beg to die Death flies our call. 
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Adon>s dies, and torn is the lov*d breaft 

In midll of joy, where Venus wont to reft ; 

The fate that cruel feem'd to him, would be 

Pity, relief, and happinefs to roe. 

When will my forrows end ? In vain, in vaia 

I call to heaven, and tell the gods my pain i 

The gods, averfe, like Myra, to my prayer, 

Coniiirnt to doom whom ibe denies to fjpare. 

Why do I feck for foreign aids, when I 

Bear ready by my tide the power to die } 

Be keen> my fword, and ferve thy mafter well. 

Heal wounds with wounds, and love with death repeU 

Strait up I rofc, and to my aching breaft. 

My bofom bare, the pointed blade I prcft. 

When lo ! alloniih'd ! an unufual light 

Pierc'd the thick Ihade, and all around grew bright j 

Aly dazzled eyes a radiant form behold. 

Splendid with light like beams of burning gold i 

Eternal rays his Ihining temples grace*, 

Ktcrnal youth fat fmiling on his face ; 

Trembling I liften, proftrate on the ground. 

His breath perfumes the grove, and mufic 's in the founds 

Ccafe, lover, ceafc thy tender heart to vex 
In fruitlefs plaints of an ungrateful fcx : 
In fatc*s eternal volumes it is writ 
That women ever Ihall be foes to wit : 
With proper arts their fickly minds command. 
And plcafc them with the things they underftand; 

* ApoUo. 

With 
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With noify fopperies their hearts aiTail, 

Renounce all fenie ; how ihouid thy fongs prevail, 

\V^hen I, the god of wit, fo oft* could fail I 

Remember me j and in my (lory find 

How vainly merit pleads to womankind. 

I by whom all things fhine, who tune the fpheres. 

Create the day, and gild the night with flars. 

Whole youth and beauty from all ages paft 

Sprang with the world, and with the world ihall laft : 

Ho^ oft' with fruitlefs tears have I impior'd 

Ungrateful nymphs ! and, though a god, ador d ! 

When could my wit, my beauty, or my youth, 

Move one hard heart ? or mov'd, fecure its truth ? 

Here a proud nymph with painful fteps I chace^ 

The winds out-flying in our nimble race ; 

Stay, Daphne, day-— in vain, in vain I try 

To ftopher fpeed, redoubling at my cry ; 

O'er craggy rocks and rugged hills fhe climbs^ 

And tears on pointed flints her tender iimbs ; 

But caught at length, juft as my arms I fold, 

Turn*d to a tree, flie yet efcapes my hold. 

In my next love a different fate I find. 

Ah ! which is wOrfe, the falfe or the unkind ? 

Forgetting Daphne, I Coronis chofe, 

A kinder nymph— too kind for my rcpofc. 

The joys I give but more inflame her breaft, 

She keeps a private drudge to quench the reft ; 

How, ai^d with whom, the very birds proclaim * 

Her black pollution, and reveal fny fliame. 

* Difcovered by a crow. 
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Hard lot of beauty ! fatally befto^d. 
Or given to the falfe, or to the proud ; 
By feveral ways they bring us equal pain. 
The falie betray us, and the proud dif<lain. 
ScomM, and abusM ! from mortal loves I fly. 
To feck more truth in my own native &y ; 
Venus, the faircft of immortal loves. 
Bright as my beams, and gentle as her doves. 
With glowmg eyes, confefling hot deiiret. 
She fummojDs heaven and earth to quench her fires; 
Me ihe excludes ; and I in vain adore 
"Who neither god nor man refused befofc : 
Vukan, the very monfter of the ikies, 
Vukan fhc takes, the God of Wit denies. 
Then ccafe to murmur at thy Myra's- pride, 
Whimfy, not reafon, is the female guide r 
The fate, of which their mafler does complain. 
Is of bad omen to th' infpircd train. 
What vows iiavc fail'd ! Hark how Catullus moumsy 
How Ovid weeps, and flighted Callus burns. 
In melting llrains lee gentle Waller bleed, 
Unmov'd flie hears what nor.e unmov'd can read. 
And thou, who oft' with fuch ambitious choice 
Haft raisM to Myra thy afpiring voice, 
What profit thy uegle6ted zeal repays ? 
Ah, what return ? Ungrateful to thy pralfe ? 
Change, change thy ftyk, with mortal rage return 
Unjuft difdain, and pride oppoic to fcorn ; 
Search all the fecrets of the fair and young. 
And then proclaim^ foon (ball they bribe thy tongue : 

Tb« 
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The fharp detraftor with fuccefs'aiTails, 
Sure to be gentle to the man that rails ; 
Women, like cowards, tame to the fevere, 
Are only fierce when they difcover fear. 

Thus ipake the god ; and upward mounts in air. 
In juft refentment of his paft defpair* 
Pro^k*d to vengeance, to my aid I call 
The furies round, and dip my pens in gall ; 
Not one fhail *fcape of all the cozening fex, 
Vex*d (hall they be who fo delight to vex. 
In vain I try, in vain to vengeance move 
My gentle Mufe, ic us'd to tender love ; 
Such magic rules my heart, wliate'cr I write 
Turns all to foft complaint and amorous flight. 
Begone, fond thoughts, begone; be bold, laid I^ 
Satire 's thy theme— in vain again I try. 
So charming Myra to each (enfe appears^ 
My foul adores, my rage diifoives in tears. 
So the gall'd lion, fmarting with his wound. 
Threatens his foes, and makes the foreft found ; 
With his ftrong teeth he bites the Woody dart. 
And tears his fide with more provoking fmarr, 
Till, having fpent his voice in fruitlefs cries, 
He lays hun down, breaks his proud hearty and dics« 
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SONG. 

TO M Y R A. 

TTERE end my chains, and thraldom ceafe^ 
•*"-*■ If not in joy, I' 11 live in peace. 
Since for the pleafures of an hour 

We rnuft endure an age of pain, 
I *U be this abjeft thing no more ,- 

Love give me back my heart again. 

Defpair tormented firft my breaft. 

Now Falfehood, a more cruel gueft. 

O, for the peace of human-kind. 

Make women longer true, or fooner kind ; 

"With juftice or with mercy reign, 

Love ! or give me back my heart again. 

DEATH. 

I. 
TC*NOUGH, enough, my foul of worldly noiicj 
•*--* Of airy pomps, and fleeting joys ; 
What does this bufy world provide at befl, 
But brittle goods that break like glafs. 
But poifon'd fweets, a troubled huik, 
.And pleafures like the wjodrthat in a moment ps 

1 
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Thy thoughts to nobler meditations give. 
And Rudy how to die, not how to live. 

i II. 

How fi-all is beauty ! ah how vain 
And how fhort-liv'd thofe glories are, 

That vex our days and nights with pain. 
And break our hearts with care ! 

In duft we no diftinfhon fee. ..»i»j 

Such Helen is ; fuch, Myra, thou nitUI&dMk ^ 
III. '«y!>!)I)o* 

How ibort is life ! why will vain couitTcnr^ctt 
And crowd a vainer monarch for a fmile ? 
What is that monarch but a mortal many 
Hrs crown a pageant, and his life a fpan ? 
With ail his guards and his dominions, he 
Mu^ iicken too, and die as well as we. 

IV. 
Thofe boafted names of conquerors and kings 
Are fwallow'd, and become forgotten things : 
One deftin'd period men in common have, 
The great, the vile, the coward, and the brave, 
Are food alike for worms, companions in the grave. 
The prince and parafite together lie, 
No fortune can exalt, but death will climb as high. 
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SENT THE AUTHOR INTO Tl 
COUNTRY. 

WRITTEN BY A LADY. 

WHY, 'Granville, is thy life confinM 
ToflriMl" Thou, Mrhom ^le gods defign' 
In public, to do credit to mankind > 
Why deeps ttk BDble ardour of thy blood. 

Which from thy anceftors ie many ages paft. 
From Rolk) down to Bevil flowed, 

And then appear*d again at laft 
In thee, when thy viftorious lance * 
Bore the difputed prize from all the youth of Fria 
in the firft trials that are made for fame, 

Thofe to whom fate fuccefs denies, 
If taking counfel from their Ihame, 

They modeftly retreat, are wife : 
But why fliould you ? who ftill fuccccd 
In all you do, whether wkh graceful art you lead 
The fiery barb, or with as graceful motion tread 
In (hining balls, where all agree 
To give the highefl praife and the firft place to thee« 

So lov'd and prais'd, whom all admire, 
Why, why fhould you from courts and camps retire 

* At a carouial at Paris, in the year i^Z^, 
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If Myra is unkind, if it can be 
That any nymph can be unkind to thee ; 
If, pen five m^de by love, yoU thus retire. 
Awake your Myfe, and firing your lyre ; 
Your render fong and your melodious flrain 
Can never be addrefl in vain, 
{She needs mufl love, and we fliall have you back again* 



OCCASIONED BY THE FOREGOING^ 

'fTTHOE'ER thou art, who tempt'ft in fuch a drain* 

^ ^ Sweet is thy Syren fong, but fung in vain ; 
When the winds rage, and the loud billows roar> 
What fool will trufl the fca, and quit the Ihore? 
Sarly and vain into the world I came, 
BJg with falfe hopes, and eager after fame> ^ 

Till, looking round me ere the race began> 
Madmen and giddy fools were all that ran i 
Reclaim'd betimes, I from the lift retire, 
And thank the gods who my retreat iufpire* 
Survey the world, and with impartial eyes 
Confider, and examine, all who rife. 
Weigh wpll their a6lions and their treacherous ends. 
How greatnefs grows, and by what fteps afcends> 
What murders, trcafons, perjuries, deceit^ 
How many fall, to make one monller great. 
Would you command, have fortune in yoUr power ? 
Hug whom youftab, and fmile when you devour: 

N 4 ^^ 
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Be bloody, falfe, flatter, forfwear, and lie. 

Turn panda r, pathic, parafite, or (py ; 

Such thriving arts may your wifh'd puipofe bring. 

At lead a general be, perhaps a king. 

Fortune wc moft unjuftly partial call, 

A miflrcfs free, who bids ah'kc to all. 

But on fuch terms as only fuii the baft. 

Honour denies, and fhuns the foul ennbrace ; 

The honeft man, who ftarvcs and is undone, 

I>>'ot fortune, but his virtue, keeps him down. 

Had Cato bent beneath the conquering cauie. 

He might have liv'd to give new fenates laws j 

But, on vile terms difHaining to be great. 

He pcrifh'd by his choice, and not his fate : 

Honour and life th' ufurper bids, and all 

That vain miftakcn men good fortune call ; 

Viituc forbids, and fets before his eyes 

An honeft death, which he accepts, and dies. 

O glorious rtfoiution ! noble pride ! 

More honour'd than the tyrant ]iv*d, he dy'd ; 

More prais'd, more lov'd, more cnvy'd in his doom 

Than Ca-far trampling on the rights of Rome.) 

The viituous nothing ftar but life with ihame. 

And death *s a pleafant road that leads to fame. 

On b( nes and fcraps of dogs let me be fed, •« 

My limbs uncovcr'd, and expos'd my head j 

To blcakeft colds, a kennel be my bed ; J 

This, and all other martyrdom, for thee 

Seems glorious all, thrice-beauteous Honcfly ! 

2 Fortune 
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trtune and life depend on fate alone, 

y honour and my confcience are my own. 

: great difhirbcrs, who in enclefs noife, 
blood and horror, feek unnatural joys 1 

c what is all this bufUebut to (hun 

10 fe thoughts with which you dare not be alone ? 

. men in mifery, oppreft with care, 

ik in the rage of wine to drown defpair. 

t others fight> and eat their bread in blood, 

gardlefs if the caufe be bad or good, 
cringe in courts, depending on the nods 
ftrutting pigmies, who would pafs for gods : 

r me, unprafHs'd in the courtier's fchool, 

ho loath a knave, and tremble at a fool, 

ho honour generous Wycherley oppreft, 

(Teft of little, worthy of the beftj 

:h in himfelf, in virtue that outfhines 

I but the fame of his immortal lines, 

)re than the wealthieft lord, who helps to drain 

e famifh'd land, and rolls in impious gain. 

hat can I hope in courts, or how fucceed ? 

jers and wolves fhall in the ocean breed, 

e whale and dolphin fatten on the mead, 

id every element exchange its kind, 

len thriving hondty in courts we find. 

ppy the man, of mortals happieft he, 

lofe quiet mind from vain defires is free ; 

:10m neither hopes deceive nor fears torment, 

t lives at peace within himfelf, content ; 

In 



} 



«86 LANSDOWNE'S POEMS, 

In thought or a6l accountable to none 

But to himfelf and to the gods alone. 

O fweetnefs of Content^! {em^ic joy. 

That, nothing wanting, nothing can deftroy ? 

Where dwells this peace, this freedom of the mind^ 

Where, but in fhades remote from human kind 5 

In flowery vales, where nymphs and fhephcrds meet, 

But never comes within the palace-gate. 

f arewel then cftics, courts and camps ^unewel. 

Welcome ye groves, here let me ever dwell ; 

From care, from bufinefs, and mankind remove» 

All but the Mufes and infpiring Love. 

How fweet the morn, how gentle is the night f 

How calm the evening, and the noon how bright I 

From hence, as from a hill, I view below 

The crowded world, that like fome wood docs fliowy 

Where feveral wanderers travel day and night 

Through fcveral paths, and none arc in the right. 



AN IMITATION 

OF THE 

SECOND CHORUS IN THE SECOND ACT 
OF SENECA'S THYESTES. 

TTTHEN will the gods, propitious to our prayen, 
^ ' Compofe our faftions, and conclude oui wars ? 
Yc fons of Inachus, repent the guilt 
Of crowns ufurpd, and blood of parents Ipilt, 

1 , Tot 
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For impious greatnefs vengeance is in ftore, 
' •Short is the date of all ill-gotten power. 
<T?ve ear, ambitious princes, and be wife ; 

r Liden, and learn wherein true greatnefs lies ; 

5i Place not your pride in roofs that (hine with gemSf 

; In purple robes nor fparkling diadems, 

: Nor in dominion nor extent of land ; 

He *s only great who can hitnfelf command : 
Whofe guard is peaceful Innocence, whofe guide 
Is faithful Reafon ; who is void of pride. 
Checking ambition, nor is idly vaia 
Of the falfe incenfc of a popular train : 
Who without ftrife or envy can behold 
His neighbour's plenty, and his heaps of gold, 
"Nor covets other wealth but what we find 
In the pofifeflions of a virtuous mind. 
Fearlefs he fees who is with virtue crown*d. 
The tempeft rage, and hears the thunder found : 
Ever the fame, let Fortune fmile or frown. 
Whether upon the fcafibld or the throne ; 
Serenely as he liv'd, reiigns his breath, 
Meets dcftiny half way, nor fhrinks at death. 
Ye fovereign lords, who fit like gods in fiate. 
Awing the world, and bufiling to be great ; 
Lords but in title, vaffals in efic£t. 
Whom luft controls, and wild defines dire£V, 
The reins of empire but fuch hands difgrace. 
Where Paflion, a blind driver, guides the race. 
What is this fame, thus croudcd round with flavcs ? 
The breath of fools, the bait of flattering kaay<i%. 
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An honed heart, a confcience free from blame, 
Kot of great a£ls, but good, give me the name; 
In vain we plant, we build, our ftores increafe. 
If confcience roots up ail our inward peace. 
Whattieed of arms, of inftruments of war, 
Of battering engines that deftroy from far ? 
The greatcft king and conqueror is he 
Who lord of his own appetites can be : 
Bleft wkh a power that nothing can deftroy. 
And all have equal freedom to enjoy. 
Whom worldly luxury and ppmps allure. 
They tread on ice, and find no footing furc. 
Place me, ye powers I in fome obfcure retreat; 
O keep me innocent, make others great ; 
In quiet (hades, content with rural fports. 
Give me a life remote from guilty courts. 
Where, free from hopes or fears, in humble eafe 
Unheard^f I may live, and die in peace. 
Happy the man who thus, retir'd from fight. 
Studies himfelf, and feeks no other light ; 
But moft unhappy he, who fits on high. 
Exposed to every tongue and every eye, 
Whofc follies, blaz'd about, to all are known. 
And are a iecret to himfelf alone ; 
Worfe is an evil fame, much worfe than none. 
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CH LOE 's the wonder of her fcx, 
*Tis well her heart is tender 1 
How might fuch killing eyes perplex. 
With virtue to defend her ! 

But Nature, gracioufly inclined. 

Nor bent to vex but pleafe us. 
Has to her boundlefs beauty join'd 

A boundlefs will to eafe us. 



B 



ON THE SAME. 

RIGHT as the day^ and like the morning fair. 
Such Chloe is — and common as the — air. 



ON THE SAME. 



OF injured fame, and mighty wrongs receiv'd, 
Chloe complains^ and wondroufly 's aggriev'd { 
That free, and lavifh of a beauteous face. 
The faireft and the foukft of her race $ 
She 's mine, or thine, and trolling up and down 
Sucks in more filth than any (ink in town, 
I not deny, this, I have faid 'tis true; 
What wrong ! to give fo bright a nymph her due ! 



CO- 
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C O R I N N At 

/^ORINNA inthebieomof youth. 
^^ Was coy to every lovtr i 
Regardlefs of the , tendered tradiy, 
No foft compjaint could* move hen. 

Mankind was hers : all at her feet 

Lay proftrate and adoring i 
The witty, handfome, rich> wad gteat^ 

In vain alike imploring*. 

But now, grown old, (he would repair 

Her lofs of time and* plestfure ; 
With willing eyes, and wanton air. 

Inviting every gazer. 

But Love *s a fummer flo^ver, that dies 

With the hrft weather changing ;, 
The lover, like the A^allow,. flies 

From fun to fun, flill ranging. 

Myra, let this example move 

Your fooiifh heart to reaibn ; 
Youth is the proper time for )ovc^ 

And age is Virtuc*8 feafoiu 
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ONTHE SAME. 

I 

SO well Corinna Kkes the joy. 
She vows {hc*ll never more be coy ; 

She drinks eternal draughts of pleafure : 
Etemd! draughts will not fufHce» 
Ah give me, give me more, ihe cries, 

*Tis all too little meafure. 

Thus wifely Ihe makes up for time 
Mif-fpcrft while youth was in its priole r 
3o travellers who wafte the day 
Careful and cautious of their way. 
Noting at length the fetting fun. 
They mend their pace as night comes on. 
Double their fpeed to reach their inn, 
And whip and fpur through thick and thi». 



BELINDA* 

BEL I N D A's pride 's a& arrant cbeat» 
A foolifh artifice to blind ; 
Some honed glance, that fcoi:iM deceit* 
Does ftill reveal her native mind. 

With look demure, and forced difdain^ 

She idly a£ts the faint ; 
"We fee through this difguifci as plain 

Ai we diiUnguiih paint» 



TV^ 
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The pains fhe takes are vainly meant 

To hide her amorous heart, 
*Tis lilce perfuming an ill fcenc^ 

The finell *s too ftrong for art. 

So have I feen grave fools de(ign 
With formal looks to pafs for wife | 

But Nature is a light will fhine, 
And break through all difguife. 



C L A R I N D A. 

IN vain a thoufand (laves have try*d 
To overcome Clarinda's pride : 

Pity pleading. 

Love perfuading, 
When Jier icy heart is thawM, 
Honour chides, and flrait fhe 's aw'd. 

Foolifh creature, 

fiollow Nature, 
Wafte not thus your prime j 

Youth *s a treafure. 

Love's a pleafurc, 
Both dcftroy'd by Time, 
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THE SAME. 

CL A R I N D A, with a haughty grace, 
In fcornful poftares fcts her face, 
And looks as fhe were bom alone 
To give us love, and take from none. 

Though I adore to that degree, 
Clarinda, I would die for thee. 
If you 're too proud to eafc my pain, 
I am too proud for your difdain. 



C L E O R A. 

CLEOR A has herwiffi, flic weds a peer. 
Her weighty train t^vo pages fcajrce can bear, 
Periia and both the Indies mud provide 
To grace her pomp and gratify her pride ; 
Of rich brocade a fliining robe flie wears, 
And gems furround her lovely neck like ftars : 
Drawn by fix greys of the proud Belgian kind. 
With a long train of livery beaux behind, 
She charms the Park, and fets all hearts on fire, 
The ladies' envy, and the mens* defire. 
Beholding thus, O happy as a queen ! 
We cry : but ihift the gaudy flattering fccne. 
View her at home in her domeftic light, 
For thither ilie mufl come, at leafl at night. 
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What has ihc there ? a furly, ill-bred lord. 
That chides, and fn3p» her up at every word ; 
A brutal fot, who, while (he holds his head. 
With drunken filth bedaubs the nuptial bed ? 
Sick to the heart, ihc breathes the nauieous fume 
Of odious ficams that poifon all the room : 
Weeping all night the trembling creature lies. 
And counts the tedious hours when (he may ri(e : 
But moil (he fears, kd waking (he (hould And, 
To make amends, the monlkr would be kind: 
Thofe matchlefs beauties, worthy of a god, 
Muft bear, though much averfe, the loathlbme load* 
What then may be the chance that next enfues ? 
Some vile difeaic fre(h reeking from the (lews : 
Tlie fccrct venom, circling in her veins, 
Works through herikin, and burds in bloating (Uins} 
Her checks their frelhncfs lo(e, and wonted grace. 
And an unufual palenefs fpreads her face ; 
Her eyes grow dim, and her corrupted breath 
Tainting her gums, infefts her ivory teeth ; 
Of (harp no6lurnal angui(h (he complains. 
And, guiltlefs of the caufe, relates her pains. 
The confcious hu(band, whom like (vmptoras (cize. 
Charges on her the guilt of their difcad*, 
Affcding fury, a6ls a madman's part. 
He '11 rip the fatal fccrct from her heart ! 
Bids her confcfs, calls her ten thoufand names. 
Id vain (he kneels, (he weeps, protcds, exclaims ; 
Scarce with her life (he *fcapes, exposed to Ihame, 
In body tortur'd, rourder*d in her fame, 
Rot$ with a vile adultcieC«*« xs^mt v 
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Abandon'd by her friends, without defence. 
And happy only in her innocence- 
Such is the Tcngcancc the juft gods provide 
For thofe who baiter liberty for pride ; 
Who impioufly invoke the powers above 
To witneis to falfe vows of mutual love. 
Thouiands of poor Cleora's may be found. 
Such huibands and fuch wretched wives abound, 

Yc guardian powers, the arbiters of blifs, 
Preierve Clarinda firom a fate like this : 
You form'd her fair, not any grace deny*d. 
But gave, alas ! a fpark too much of pride ; 
Reform that failing, and prote£k her fBll* 
O iave her from the curie of ehufimg ill. 
Deem it not envy, or a jealous care» 
That moves thefe wiihes, or provokes this prayer. 
Though niore than death I dread to fee thofe charms 
Allotted to fome happier mortal's arms ; 
Tormenting thought ? yet could I bear that pain^ 
Or any ill, but hearing her complain ; 
Intent on her, my love forgets his own, 
Nbr frames one wifli but for her fake alone $ 
Whome'er the gods have deftin'd to prefer. 
They cannot make me wretched^ blefliag hear. 
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M A C R O. 

nn H AT M;tcro'5 look? a^ good, let no man imht, 
-*- Which I, his frini and (ttrvant, thus make oOL 
On his dark forehead a fallc frieod it writ. 
Let none condemn the light that fiietrs a pit. 
Cocles, whofc face finds credit for his heart. 
Who can efcape fo fmoeth a villain's art r 
Adom'd v.ith every grace that can perfuadc. 
Seeing, wetruftj and, tnifting, arebetraT'd! 
Hh looks are fnares ; but Macro's cry bcmrare, 
Beheve not, though tec thoufand oatfas hefgrear. 
If thou 'rt deccivM, obfcnring well this mle. 
Not Macro is the knave, but dxni the fool. 
In this one point he and his looks agree. 
As they betray their mafter, fo did he. 



PHYLLIS DRINKING. 

^TTHILE Phyllis is drinkbg, Love and Wine it 

^ ^ alliance, 

With forces united bid lefiftlefs defiance ; 
By the touch of her lips the wine fparkles higher. 
And her eyes by her drinking redouble their fire. 

Her cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their colour. 
As flowers by fprinkling revive with frefh odour : 
His dart dipt in u-ine. Love wounds beyond curing, 
.And the liquor, like oil> makes the flame moce cnduriog* 

By 
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By cordials of wine, love is kept from expiring. 
And our mirth is enlivened by love and ddiringi; 
Relieving each other, thfe pleafure is lading,. 
And we never are cloy'd; yet are ever a tailing. 

Then Phyllis begin, let our raptures abound. 
And a kifs and a gUfs be flill going round ; 
Our joys are immortal while thus wc remove 
From love to the bottle, from the bottle to love. 



C E L I A, 

TM PAT IE NT wirfi dcfire, at laft 
^ I ventured to lay forms afidc : 
*Twa8 I was modefl, not fhe chafte ; 
Celia, fo gently prefs'd, comply'd. 

With idle awe, an amorous fool, 
•I gai'd upoq her eyes with fear ; 

Say* Love, how ^jnc your ilave To dull 
To rea4 no better there ? 

Thus, to ourfchrcs the grcateft foes. 
Although the nymph be well inclined, 

For want o£ courage to propofe, 
JJy our own folly (he *s unkind. 



O 3 F L A.- 



[ «9« 3 



A V 



OF two reliefs to cafe alove-fick mind. 
Flaviaprefcribesiielpair: I urge, be kind* 
Flavia be kind $ the remedy *s as Aire* 
Tis the rooft pkafant, and the quickefl ciixe. 



E. 



T OVB is begot by Fancy, ted 
■*^ By Ignorance, by Expe6bition fed ; 
I>eftroy*d by Knowledge, and at bcft 
LoA in the moment 'tis polTcft* 



WOMEN. 

I^TTOMEN to cards maybe compared ; we play 
^^ A round cr two ^ when us'd, we throw away 5 
Take a freih pack ; nor is it worth our grieving^ 
Who cuts or ihuffles with our dirty leaving. 

FANCY. 

LOVE is by Fancy led about, 
From Hope to Fear, from Joy to Doubt 1 
Whom we now a goddefs call. 
Divinely grac'd in every feature, 
StTMt 's « deform'd, a perjur'd crcsture t 

Lore and Hate axe ^cf iU, »T*9 
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'Tis but as Fancy (hall preient 
Obje£h of grief, or of content^ 

That the lover 's blefty or dies; 
Viiions of mighty pains, or pleafure^ 
Ixnagin'd want, imagined treafure. 

All in powerful Fancy lies. 



LIBERALITY. 

nn HOUGH iafc thou think'ft thy trcafurc lies, 
-^ Concealed in cheils from human eyes, 
A fire may come, and it may be 
Bury*d, my friend, as far fom thee. 
Thy veflei that yon ocean ftemt, 
Loaded with golden dull and gems» 
Purchas'd with Co much pains and coft. 
Yet in a temped may be loft. 
Pimpty whores, and bawds, a thankleis crew, 
Prieib, pick-pockets, and lawyers too. 
All help by feveral ways to drain, 
Thanking themfelves for what they gain. 
The liberal are (ecure alone. 
For what we frankly give, for ever is our own. 



Wrlttfttw 
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Written in Ciarinda*s Prajrer-Bbok. 

T N vain, Clarinda^ night and day* 
■•' For mercy to the gods yon pray r 
What arrogance on heaven to call, 
For that, which you deny to All ! 



F U L V I A. 

TXT H Y pines my deer ? to FulTla, his young biidCy 

~ ^ Who penfive iat, thus aged Com us cry'd. 
Alas ! faid (he, fuch vifions bxtak my reft. 
The (Irangcfl thoughts ! I think I am pofieft : 
My fymptoms I have told a man of Ikill, 
And— if I would— he fays— I might — be \vell: 
Take his -advice, faid he, my poor dear wife, 
I *11 buy at any rate thy precious life, 
Blufhing flie would excufe, but all in vain, 
A do6lor muft befctch'd to eafe her pain. 
Hard prcfs'd, flic yields : from White's, or Will's, or 

Tom's, 
No matter wnich, he *s fummon*d, and he comes. 
The careful hufband, with a kind embrace. 
Entreats his care ; then bows, and quits the place; ' 
For liitle ailments oft* attend the fair. 
Not decent for a hufband' s eye or car. 

z Somc« 
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Something the dame. would fay : the ready- kniglit 
Prevents her fpeech— Here 's that (hall fet you right j 
Madam, faid he --■-with that the door *s made cloie> 
He gives deliciouily the healing dofe. 
Alas ! (he cries ; ah me ! ah cruel cure ! 
pid ever woman yet like me endure ! 
The woric performed j uprifing gay an<J light. 
Old Corn us is call'd in to fee the fight. 
A fprightly red vermilion's all her face, 
And her eyes languifh with unufual grace. 
With tears of joy frefli gufliing from his eyes, 
O wondrous power of art ! old Cornus cries ; 
Amazing changjC ! aftoniihing fuccefs ! 
Thrice ha^y I ! what a brave man is this ! 
Maids, wives, and widows, with tike whims pofleil^ 
May thus find certain cafc—'Probatum cft^ 



TO C E L I A. 



*1TTHY, cruel creature, why fo benf 

^ • To vex a tender ficart ? 
To gold and title you relent, 
Love throws in tain his dart. 

Let glittering fools in courts be great 

For pay let armies move j 
Beauty fhould have no other bait 

But gentle vows and love. 
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If on thole endlcfs charms you lay 

The value that 's their due, 
Kings are themfelvcs too poor topay^ 

A thouiand worlds too few. 

But if a paifion without vice. 

Without diiguife or art. 
Ah, Cclia ! if true love's your price, ^^ 

Behold it in my heart. 

CELIA SINGING. 

TIT H E N we behold her angcUface, 

^^ Or when (he iings with heavenly giace. 
In what we hear, and what we fee. 
So ravifhing 's the harmony, 
The melting foul, in rapture loft. 
Knows not which charm enchants it znoft« 

Sounds that made hills and rocks rejoice^ 
Amphion*s lute, the Syren's voice. 
Wonders with pain receiv'd for true. 
At once find credit, and renew; 
No charms like Celia's voice furprize. 
Except the magic of her eyes. 
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TO MY FRIEND MR. DRYDEN. 
ON HIS EXCELLENT TRANSLATIONS. 

A S flowers tran(planted from a fouthem fkj 
^^ But hardly bear, or in the raifing die. 
Miffing their native fun, at bed retain 
But a faint odour, and furvive with pain : 
Thus ancient wit, in modern numbors taught. 
Wanting the warmth with which its author wrote, 
Is a dead image, and a fenfelefs draught : 
While we transfufe, the nimble fpirit flics, 
STcapcs unfcen, evaporates, and dies. 
Who then to copy Roman wit defire, 
Mftft imitate with Roman force and fire ; 
In elegance of dyle and phraie the fame. 
And in the fparkltng genius and the flame : 
Whence we conclude from thy tranflated ibng, 
80 jufl, fo fmooth, ib foft, and yet fo fbong, 
Celeftial channer ! foul of harmony ? *• 

That efcry genius was revivM in thee. 
Thy tnunpet founds, the dead are rais'd to light, 
Never to die, and take to heaven their flight, 
Deckt in thy verie, as clad with rays they ihine. 
All gkirify'd, immortal, and divine. 

As Britain in rich foil abounding yiride, 
Fumifh'd for uie, for luxury, and pride. 
Yet fpicads her wanton fails on every fliore 
For fociog wealthy imfaticntflill of man 1 

To 
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To her own wool the filk of Afia joins,^ 
And to her plenteous haxrefts, Indian minci : 
So Drydcn, not contented with the fame 
Of his ou'n works ^ though an immortal name. 
To lands remote fends forth his learned Mufc, 
The nobleft feeds of foreign wit to chufe : 
Fcafting our (cnfe fo many various ways. 
Say, is *t thy bounty ? or thy thirfl of praife ? 
That, by comparing others, ail might ice 
Who mod excel, arc yet excelPd by tlice. 

Upon a Hearing, in theHoufc of Lords, of a C«i6 
between ller Grace the Dutchefs of Graftoi 
and the Lord Chief Juilice. 

nn H E princes £dtt. Beauty and Law contend r 
■*- The Qiicen of Love will her own cau/c defcndi 

Secure (he looks, as certain none can fee 
Such beauty plead, and not her captive be, 
IVhat need of words with fuch commanding eyes ! 
Muft I then fpeak ? O heavens ! tlu; charmer cries* 
O barbarous clime, where beauty borrows aid 
Fiom eloquence, to charm, or to i^rfuadc! 
V/ill Dilcord never leave with envious Care 
To raifc debate r But Difcord governs hcie. 
To Juno, Pallas, Wifdoni, Fame, and J'ower, 
Long fmcc prcfcrr'd, what trial needs there njorc ? 
Confcft to fight, three goddeflcs dclcend 
On Ida's liill, and for a prize contcpd^ 

Nobly 



ON THE DUTCHESS OF GRAFTON, zo^ 
Nobly they bid, and lavifhly purfue 
A gift, that only coald be B<auty*s due r 
Honours and wealth tlic generous judge denies. 
And gives the triumph to the brightcll eyes. ■ 
Such precedents are numberlcfs : we draw 
Our right fiom cuftom : cuftom is a law, 
As high as heaven, as wide as feas and land. 
As ancient as the worid is our command. 
It might fufHce that I pronounce it mine. 
And right or wrong he ihould his claim reiign^ 
Mars and Alcides would this plea allow. 
Beauty was ever abiblute till now, 
Kot bears nor tigers fure fo favage are 
As thefe ill-man ner'd monfters 'of the bar. 
Loud Rumour has proclaim'd a nymph divine. 
Whole matchleik form, to counterbalance mine. 
By dint of beauty ihall extort your grace : 
Let her appear, this rival, face to face. 
Let eyes to eyes oppos'd this ftrife decide t 
Now when I lighten let her beams be try 'd. 
Wat *t a vain promife, and a gown-man's lie ? 
Or flandt ihe here, unmark'd, when I am by ? 
So heaven was noock'd, and once all £lis round 
Another Jupiter was laid to found ; 
On brazen floors, the royal a£ior tries 
To ape the thunder rattling in the ikies ; 
A brandiih'd torch, with emulating blaze, 
AiKcfb the forky lightning's pointed rays ? 
Thus borne aloft, triumphantly he rede 
Through crowds of iRvflupcn, and a6U the god. 

Tlie 
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The Sire Omnipotent prepares the brand 

By Vulcan wrought, and arms his potent hand, • 

Then flaming hurls it hilling from above. 

And in the vafl abyfs confounds the mimic Jove. 

Prefumptuous wretch ! with mortal art to dare 

Immoi^ power, and brave the Thunderer. 

Caiiiope, preferring witli dildain 
Her daughter to the Nereids, they complain : 
The daughter, for the mother's guiky feom. 
Is doom'd to be devour'd ; die mother's borne 
Above the clouds, where by immortal light 
Revers'd fhe ihines, expos'd to hiAnan iight| 
And to a fliamcful poiliux is confin'd. 
As an eternal terror to mankind. 
Did thus the gods fuch private nymphs prote£l-. 
What vengeance might the Queen of Love exptGt f 
But grant fuch arbitrary pleas arc vain, 
Wav'd let them be ; mere jufticc fliall obtain : 
Who to a hufband better can fucceed, 
Than his lov'd wife, the partner of his bed ? 
Or to a father's right lay flrongcr claim. 
Than the dear youth in whom furvives his name > 
Behold that youth, confider whence he (prings. 
And in his royal veins refpe^ your kings ; 
Immortal Jove upon a mortal flie 
Begat his fire : fecond from Jove is he. 
Well did the father blindly fight your caufe. 
Following the cry of liberty and laws, 
If by thofc laws, for which he ioft his life, 
Vou fpoU ungracefully the fon and wife. 
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What need I more ? 'twere treaibn to difpute } 
The grant was royal ; that decides the fuit t 
Shall vulgar laws imperial power eonftrain ? 
Kings and the gods can never a6t in vain. 

She finifli*d here, the queen of every grace, 
Di(<]ain vermilioning her heavenly face; 
Our hearts uke fire, and all in tumult rife. 
And one wiih fparkles in a thoufand e3res. 
D might ibme champion fintfh titefe debates, 
My fw'ord (liould end what now my Mu/e lelates* 
Up roft the judge, on each fide bending low, 
A crafty fmilc accompanies his bow $ 
LJJyiTeS'iike, a gentle paufc he makes, 
Then, raifing by degrees his \*oice, he ipeaks : 
[n you, my lords, who judge, and all that hear, 
Vfcthinki I read your wiHies for the ^ir ; 
^or can I wonder j even I contend 
Vith fecret pain, unwilling to offend i 
Jnhappy, thus oblig'd to a defence 
That may difpleale fuch heavenly excellence* 
Vlxght we the laws on any terms abufe, 
to bright an inflnence were the bed excu(e, 
^ct Niobc's juft doom, the vile difgrace 
>f the Propctides polluted race, 
.et death, or (hame, or lunacy, furprize, 
Vho dare to match the luftre of her eyes : 
lloud the faireft of the fcx complain 
>f captives loft, and loves invok'd in vain : 
It her appearance all their brigtitncfs ends^ 
rhoie ftart of beauty (ct when ihe afcends. 
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Where Love prefides, Mil may fhe bear the prizcy 

But rigid law has neidier ears nor eyes i 

Charms to which Mars and Hercules would how, 

Minos and Rhadamanthus diiavow : 

Juftice, by nothing biafs'd or inclined. 

Deaf to perfuaiiony to tempution blind. 

Determines without favour, aud the laws 

O'crlook the parties, to decide the caufe. 

What then avails it that a beardlcfs boy 

Took a raih fancy for a female toy > 

Th' infulted Argives with a numerous hoft 

Purfue revenge, and feek the Dardan coaft : 

Though the gods built, and though the gods ddead» 

Thofc lofty towers the hoftilc Greeks alcend. 

Nor leave they till the town in afhes lies. 

And all the race of royal Priam dies. 

The queen of Paphos mixing in the fray 

Rallies the troops, and urges on the day. 

In perfon in the foremoft ranks ihe ftands. 

Provokes the charge, diretls, afliils, commands: 

Stern Diomed, advancing high in air 

His fcathcr'd javelin, ftrikes the heavenly fair ; 

The vaulted (kies with her loud ihricks refoundi 

And high Olympus trembles at the wound. 

In caufcs jull IhouUl all the gods oppofc, 

'Twcre lioneft to difputc ; fo Cato chofc. 

Dilmifs that plea, and what fliall blood avail ? 

If beauty is dcny'd, fliall birth avail ? 

Blood and high deeds in diflant ages, done. 

Arc our forefathers merit, not our own. 

Mii^hi 
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: none a jud poHeilioa be allow'd, 

tofe who could bring defert or boad of bloody 

n\imbcr9> even here, might be condemn'd, 

i and dcipoird of all, revil'd, cpntemn'd ! 

a juil view, how many may remark 

s now a lord, his grandfire was a clerk : 

O beware, nor do thofe robes dcfpife, 
)nour that, from whence your honours rife, 
lear to Britain are her darling laws ! 
blood has fhe not lavilh'd in their caufe > 

are th^ ix)mmoa (laves to daughter Jed, 
ndcr through the world to beg their bread, 
ratal precedents miglit awe the throne 
lawjcfs grants : who gives what *s not their own, 
ift is void : *twere a cheap way to clear 
rown accounts, by robbing from the bar! 
power which takes from me, may force from you : 
lur own intcrefts— you were ever true : 
ler that : I plead but your own caufe : 
"entente tlien, protedl, maintain ti;e laws. 
5ke. The princes differ, and divide ; 
follow law, and fome with beauty fide. 
ce th' s^ftate angels bravM the power 
n they were wont to worfliip and implcre : 
mpious is tlieir rage, who have in chace 
V omnipotence in Grafton's face. 
R.ocheAcr, undaunted, juil, and wife, 
s the goddcfs with the charming cyc^i : 
y her orders, like th' Almighty, fends, 
R^ochefler, like Michael, cleaves the &end^ -. 

p Kxw^ 
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And O may Beauty nerer want reward 
For Hiee, her noble champien« and her guaid. 
Beauty triumphs, and Law fubmitnag lies. 
The tyrant tam'd, aloud for mere? cries : 
Con^ueft can never £sil in radiant Grafton's eycs» 



TO MY LORD LANSI>OWNE, 

UPON THE 

BOMBARDING AND BURNING THE TOW 
OF GRANVILLE IN NORMANDY. 

nPHOUGH built by gods, confum'd by hoftik dm 
•*• Troy bury*d lies, yet lives the Trojan name ; 
And Co (hall (h'me, though with tbefe walls were loft 
All the records thy anceflors could boaft. 
For Latium conquer'd, and fbrTurnus (lain, 
^neas lives, though not one flone remain 
Where he arofe : nor art thou lefs renown'd 
For thy loud triumphs on Hungarian ground. 
Thofe arms which for nine centuries had brav'd * 
The wrath of time, on antic ftone engrav'd, 
Now torn by mortars, ftand yet undefac'd 
On nobler trophies by thy valour rais'd : 

* The arms of his family, at that time flill rcmainiD| 
on one of t'lc gates of the town. 

Sif( 



TO LORD LANSDOWNE. aii 

Safe on thy * eagle's wings they foar, above 
The rage of war or thunder to remove, 
Borne by thie bird of Cxfar and of Jove. 
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TO MY FRIEND DR. GARTH, 

l^ HIS SICKNESS. 

MACHAON Tick ; in ever; (rice we find 
His danger is the danger of mankind, 
Whofc art protefting, Nature could expire 
But by a deluge, or t?hegcneral fiie. 
More lives he faves than perifh in our wars. 
And faftcr than a plague deftroys, repairs r 
The bold caroufer, and adventuring dame. 
Nor fear the fever, nor refufe the flame ; 
Safe in his ikill, from all reftraint fet free. 
But confcious fhame, remorfe^ and piety. 
Sire of all aits, defend thy darling Ton, 
O fave the man. whofe life 's fo much our own ; 
On whom,, like Atlas, the whole world 's reclin'd, 
Andy by reftoring Garth, prefcrve mankind. 

* Created a Count of the Roman empire, with pri- 
vilege to quarter his arms on the Imperial Spread Eagle, 
in acknow-lcdgment of his bravery at tlie relief of Vienna, 
and feveral other occafions in the war of Hungary, 
whcrt his lordihip (erved a volunteer. 
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SONG. 

TO M Y R A, 

1. 

HP H E happieft mortals once were \vc, 
•*■ I lov*d Myra, Myra me ; 

Each deiirous of the bleffing. 

Nothing wanting but pofleffing ; 
I lov'd Myra, Myra me. 
The happieft mortals once were we* 

II. 
But fmce cruel fates diifever, 
Tom from Love, and torn for ever. 

Tortures end me, 

Death befriend me ; 
Of all pains the greateft pain 
Is to love— end love in vain. 

IT O F L A V I A. 

Her Gardens having efcaped a Flood that had 
dedroyed all the Fruits of the Ground in htr 
Neighbourhood. 

WHAT hands divine have planted and proteA, 
The torrent fpares, and deluges refpe^b ; 
So when the waters o'er the world were fpread. 
Covering each oak| and every mountain's bead^ 

% 'Tk 
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The chofen Noah failM within his ark, 

Nor might the waves o'erwhehn the iacred bark. 

The changing Flavia is no lefs, we find, 

The favourite of heaven than of mankind ; 

The gods, like rivals, imitate our carg, 

And vie with mortals to oblige the fair; 

Theie favours, thus beftow'd on her alone, 

Are but the homage that they fend her down. 

O Flavia, may thy virtue from abov^ 

Be crown'd with blcflings endlef^ as thy love ! 

Written m a Novel, entitled, Les Malheurs 
D£ l'Amqur. 

TTASTE to Clarinda, and reveal 
■■- -■• Whatever pains poor lover« feel j 
When that is done, then tell the fair 
That I endure much more for her. 
W^ho'd truly know Love's power or fmart, 
Muft view her eyes, and read my heart. 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

SHE- GALLANTS, 

A S quiet monarchs^ that on peaceful thrones 
^^ In fports and i;evels long bad reign'd like drones, 
Houzing at lengdi, refle6l with guilt and fhame 
Tii^ not one firdce had yet been giv^a Coi £^xa^ \ 
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Wars they denounce, and, to redeem riie paft. 

To bold attempts and rugged labours hafte. 

Our poet fo with like concern review's 

The youthful follies of his love-fick Mufe ; 

To amorous toils, and to the filent grove, 

To Beauty^s fnares, and to deceitful Love, 

He bids farewell : his ihield and lance prepares. 

And mounts the ftage to bid immortal wars. 

Vice, like fome monfter, fuflfcring none t' efcape. 

Has iciz'dthe town, and varies ftiil hcr'lbape. 

Here, like a general, fhe ftruts in ftate, 

"While crowds in red and blue her orders wait. 

There, like fome penfive ftatcfman, walks demure. 

And fmiles, and hugs, to make de(lru6lion fure; 

Now under high commodes, with looks cre£t, 

J^arcfac'd devours^ in gaudy colours deck'd ; 

Then, in a vizard, to avoid grimace, 

Allows all freedom, but to lee the face. 

In pulpits and. at bar fhe wears a gown, 

]n camps a fword, in palaces a crown. 

KclblvM to combat with this motley bead. 

Our poet comes to ftrike one ftroke at leaft. 

His glafs he means Tiot for this jilt or beau, 

borne features of you all he hopes to ihow. 

On chofen heads nor lets the thunder fall, 

But fcatters his artillery at all. 

Yet to the fair he fain would quarter ihow^ 

His tender heart recoils at every blow j 

If unawares he give too fmart a ftroke, 

He means but to corred, and not provoke* 

EPI 



EPILOGUE TO THE SAME. 

SPOKEN 

iBy Mrs* Bracegirdle In Mens Cloaths. 

T Who have been the poet^s {park to-day, 

•■■ Will now become the champion of his play* 

Know all, who would pretend to my good grace^ 

I mortally diflike a damning face. 

Plea&*d or difpleas'd, no matter now 'tis pad, 

The firft who dares be angry breathes his laft : 

Who (hall prefume to doubt ray will and pleafure. 

Him I defy to fend his weapon's meafure : 

If war you chufe, and blood muil needs be fpllt here. 

By Jove, let me alone to match your tiiter, 

I '11 give you fatisfaf^ion if I can ; 

"Sdeath^ 'tis not the firft time I've kilPd my man- 

On pain of being pofted to your forrow. 

Fail not, at four, to veet me here to-morrow. 
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EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

JEW OF VENICE. 

/ 

P ACH in his turn, tlie Poet*, and the Pricft f, 

-■^ Have view'd the ftage, but Kkt falfe prophets gueft: 

'Die man of zeal, in his religious rage. 

Would filencc poets, and reduce die ftzge. 

Tlic poet, raihly to get dear, retorts 

On kings the fcandal, and belpactters couits. 

Both err : for, without mincing, to be plain. 

The guile *s your own of every odious fcene. 

The prcfent time ftill gives the ftage its mode ; 

The vices that you pra6li(e we explode : 

We hold the glafs, and but refle£^ your fhame. 

Like Spartans, by expofing, to reclaim. 

The fcribler, pinch'd with hunger, writes to dine. 

And to your genius muil conform his line^ 

Kot lewd by choice, but merely to fubmit ; 

Would you encourage fenfe, lenfc would be writ. 

Good plays we try, which after the firft day 
Unfccn we a6t, and to bare benches play ; 
Plain fenfc, which pleas'd your fires an age ago. 
Is loft, without the garniture of ihow. 

* Mr. Drvden, in his prologue to the Pilgrim, 
t Mr. Collier, in his View of the Stage. 

Avaft 
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EPILOGUE TO THE JEW OF VENICE, ii-ji 
At vaft expence we labour to our ruin, ' 
And court your favour witli our own uxuloing ; * 
A war of profit mitigates the e?il, 
But to be taxM— and beaten-— is the devil. 
How was the fcene forlorn, and how defpis'd. 
When Tixnoti witliout mufic xnoralizM ; 
Shakefpcare 's fublime in vain cntic'd the throng 
Without the aid of Purcell's STi*cn fong ! 

In the fame antique loom theie.fccnes were wrought, 
Embellifli'd with good morals and jufl thought. 
True nature in her nobleft light you fee, 
Ere yet debauch'd by modem gallantry 
To trifling jefts, and fulfome ribaldry : 
What TU& vtwaina upon the ihining mafs. 
Antiquity mufl privilege to pafs. 
'Tis Shakelpeare's play, and if thefe fcenes mifcarry. 
Let Gormoa * take the ftage— or Lady Mary f. 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

BRITISH ENCHANTERS. 

POETS by obfervation find it true, 
'Tis harder much to plcafe themfelves than you ; 
Ta weave a plot, to work and to refine 
A laboured fcene, to polifh evejry line, 

♦ A famous prize-fighter, 
t A faipous ro§e-danfiir« 

Judg^ 
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Judgment mud fwcat, and feel a mother's pains : 
Vain fools ! tlius to diburb and rack their bcains. 
When more indulgent to the writer's oafe. 
You are too good to be fu hard to pleafc : 
No fuch con vul five pangs u will require 
To \vrite— tht pretty things which you admire. 
Our author then, to pleafe you in your way, 
Prefents you now a baubk of a play ; 
Ij> gingling rhyme, well foitify'd and ftrong. 
He fights entrench 'd jo*er head and ears in ibng. 
If here and there fome eviUfated line 
Should chance, through inadvertency, to ihine» 
Fbrgive him, beaux ; he means you no ofienoe. 
But begs you, for the love of fong and dance. 
To pardon — all the poetry and fenfe. 

EPILOGUE, 
DESIGNE.D FOR THE SAME. 

TIT IT once, like Beauty, without art or dnrfs, 
^ ^ Naked and unadornM, could find fuccefs, 
Ti^ by fruition novelty dcftroy'd. 
The nymph muft find new charms to be enjov'd. 
As by his equipage the man you prize. 
And ladies muft have gems befide their eyes ; 
So fares it too with plays, in vain we write 
Unlefs the mufic t)r the (how invite, . 

Not Hamlet clears the charges of the night. J 

Would you but fix fome ftandard how to move, 
W^e would transforav to anv thing yol love : 



1 



)GUE TO BRITISH ENCHANTERS. 21) 

lur dcfire by our coll and pains, 

lexpence, uocertain in our gains. 

ugh we fetch from Italy and France 

•peries of tune and mode of dance, 

rdy Britons icorn to borrow fenfe. 

r to foreign falhions we fubmit, 

ry fop prefers liis mother-wit, 

>vit this conftancy is ihown^ 
er was that arrant changeling known, 
or another's fcnfe, would quit his ow«. 
hings cl(e to love of change inclin*d, 
n two following fcilions can we find 
)litician— but has changed his mind : 
e fuch patriots change not, but forget, 
mt of memory, the curie of wit. 
:hor would excufe.theie youthful fcenes^ 
n at his entrance in his teens ; 
hildiih fancies may approve the toy, 
ke thelVlufe the more — for being a boy; 
dies fhould be pleas'd, though Mot content^ 

fo young a thing not impotent, 
ge reformers too he would difarm, 
ity {o cold, in zeal fo warm ; 
crefore, to atone for paft abufes, 
in the church-indulgence for the Mufes, 
;s his thirds to charitable ufes. 



1 
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PROLOGUE 

To Mr. Higgon's excellent Tragedy, calkd 
. THE GENEROUS CONQUEROR. 

YOUR comic writer is a common foe, 
None can intri^e in peace, or be a beau ; 
Nor wanton wife nor widow can be fpcd. 
Not even Ruflcl can inter the dead. 
But ftrait this ccnfor, in his whim of wit. 
Strips and prefents you naked to the pit. 
ThusAcritics (hould, like thefe, be branded foes^ 
Wlio for the poifon only fuck the rofe ; 
Rejc6ling what is fwcet, like vultures they 
Feed only on the carrion of ^ play. 
Snarling and carping without wit or fenfe. 
Impeach miftakes, o'erlooking excellence. 
As if to every fop it might belong 
Like fenators to cenfure, right or wrong. 
But generous wits have more heroic views. 
And love and honour are the tlicmes they cbu/c. 
From yon bright heaven * our author fetched his fire, 
And paints the paflions that your eyes infpire ; 
Full of that flame, his tender fcenes he warms, 
Aad frames liis goddcfs by your matchlcfs charms. 

♦ To the ladies. 

PELEUS' 
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PELEUS AND THETIS. 
A M A S Q^ U E. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Pelcus, in love with Thetis, by the afliftanceof Prorcu% 
obtains her favour ) but Jupiter interpoAng, Peleus 
in defpair confults Prometheus, famous for his ikiil 
in aftrology j upon whofe prophecy, that the fon born 
of Thetis fhould prove greater than his father, Jupiter 
defifts. The prophecy was afterwards verified in the 
birth of Achilles, the fon of Thetis by Peleus. 

PERSONS IN THE MASQJUE, 

Jupiter. I Prometheus. 
Peleus. I Thetis. 

Prometfaeus appears upon Mount Caucafus diained to a 
rock, with the vulture at his brealL Peleus enters^ 
addreffig himicif to Prometheus. 

p e L e tJ s. 

COndenin*d on Caucafus to lie. 
Still to be dying, not to die. 
With certain pain, uncertain of re lief 
True emblem of a wretched lover's grief 1 
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To whofe infpcfting eye 'tis given 
To view the planetary way, 
T© penetrate eternal day,, 
And to revolve the ftarry heaven ; 
To thee, Prometheus, I complain. 
And bring a heart as full of pain. 

Prom. From Jupiter fpring all our woes,. 

Thetis is Jove's, who once was thine j 
'Tis-^a«n» OPcleus, to-oppofe 
TJiy torturer — and mine. 
Contented with defpair, 
O wretched man ! refign 
Whom you adore, or elfe prepare 

Fof change of torments, great as mitie. 
'Tis vain, O Pelcus, to oppofe 
Thy torturer and mine. 
Pel. I-n change of torments would be cafe ; 

Could you divine what lovers bear. 
Even you, Prometheus, would confefs 
There is no vulture like Defpair. 

THO'U. Ceafe, cruel Vulture, to devour,. 
Pel. Ccaie, ccuel Thetis, to difdain. 

THETIS ENTERS.. 

The. Pcleus, unjullly you complain. 
Prom. Ccale, cruel Vulture, to devaur. 
Pel. Ceafe cruel Thetis, to difdain.. 
The. Peleus, unjuilly you complain. 

The gods, ahs ! no refuge find 
From ills refiftlefs fates ordain :. 
J iliJl am true— aud \NOM\^\ifc Vvc^i* pEl, 



PELEUS AND THETIS. ^2.3, 
Pel. To love and txj languilh, 

To figh and complain ^ 
How killing *s the anguifli. 
How tormenting the pain f 
Swings 
Purfuing, 
Flying, 
Denying, 
O the curfe of difdaiti, 
How tormenting 's the pain ^. 

To love, &r. 
The. Accurfed Jealouly, " 
Thou jaundice in the lover's eye, 
Through which all objects faHc we fee, 
Accurfed Jealouiy T 
Thy rival, Peleus, rules the Iky, 

Yet I fo prize thy love, 
With Peleus I would chufe to die. 
Rather than live with Jove. 

JUPITER APPEARS DESCENDING- 

But fee, the mighty Thunderer 's here 5 

Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly; 
The Thunderer ! the mighty Thundtrer ! 

Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly. 
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A full Chonis of all the Voices and Inftnimeats whi 
Jupiter is dcfcending. 

CHORUS. 

But fee, the mighty Thunderer 's here ; 

Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly ; 
The Thunderer ! the mighty Thunderer ! 

Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly. 

[JUPITER BEING DESCENDED] 

JuP. PrefumptuoXis flave, rival to Jove, 

How dar*ft thou, mortal, thus defy 
A goddefs with audacious love. 

And irritate a god with jealoufy > 
Prefumptuous mortal, hence — 
Tremble at omnipotence. 

Pel. Arm'd with love, and Thetis by, 
I fear no odds 
Of men or gods. 
But Jove himfelf defy. 

Jove, lay thy thunder down ; 
Arm'd with love, and Thetis by. 

There is n:ore terror in her frown. 
And fiercer lightning in her eye : 
I fear no odds 
Of men or gods. 
But Jove himfelf defy. 



PELEUS AND THETIS. 225 
UP. Bring mc lightning, give me thunder; 

Haite, ye Cyclops, with your forked rods. 

This rebel Love braves all the gods. 

And every hour by tovc is made 

Some heaven-defying encclade. 
ring me h^tning, give me thunder, 
EL. and Thet. }ove may kill, but ne*erfhall funder. 
UP. Bring me lightning, give me thunder. 
EL. and Thet. Jove may kill, but n«'er (hall fua4er. 

Thet. Thy love ftJll arm'd with fate 
Is dreadful as thy hatt : 

O might it prove ta me, 
So gentle Peleus were but free, 

O might it ftcnfc to nie 
As fatal as to loft confuming Setnele? 
Thy love ftillarm'd with fat€ 
Is ireadfHil as thy hate. 

PaoM. Son of Saturn, take advice 

From one, whom t^y (tvere decree 
Has fumifh'd leifure to grow wife : 

Thou rul'ft the gods, h\xt Fate niles thee. 
Whoe'er th' immortal maid compr^iiipg 
Shftll taite the joy, ahd reitp the bleflingi 

•Thttirih* unerring ftars advife': 
From that ai/ipicious night an heir fhall rife. 

Paternal glories to out«ihiivc. 
Asd be the gieateft of his lin.. 
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J UP. Shall then the fon of Saturn be undone. 
Like Saturn, by an impious fon ! 
Juftly th* impartial fates confpire. 
Dooming that fon to be the (ire 
Of fuch another fon. 
Confcious of iiU that I have done^ 
My fears to prudence (hall advife. 
And guilt, that made me great, ihall make roe wifb* ^ 
The fatal blefling I refign ; 

[Givffff her to PeltMU 
Pcleus, take the maid divine : 
Jove confenting, fhe is thine ; 
The fatal bleffmg I refign. 
Pel. Heaven had been loft, had I been Jove i 
There is no heaven like mutual love. 

Jup. to Prom. And thou, the ilars interpreterf 

'Tis juft I fet thee free, 

Who giv'ft me liberty ; 
Arife, and be thyfelf a ftar. 

'Tis juft I fet thee free. 

Who giv*ft me liberty. 

[The Vulture drops dead at the feet of Prometheus^ his ch^ 
fall off and be is home up to heaven -w'uh Jupiier^ to ' 
hud fiourijb of all the mufie.'] 

Pel. Fly, fly to my arms, to my arms, 
Goddefs of immortal charms ! 
To my arms, to my arms, fly, fly, 
Goddefs of tranfporting ^oy * * 

6 But 
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But to gaze 

On thy face. 
Thy gentle hand thus prefTing, 
Is heavenly, heavenly blei&ng. 

O my foul ! 
Whither, whither art thou flying ? 
Loft in fwect tumultuous dying. 
Whither, whither art thou ilylngy 

O my foul ! 

Thet. You tremble, Peleus — So do I s 
Ah ftay, and we'll together die. 
Immortal, and of race divine. 
My foul ihall take her flight with thine : 
Life diflblving in delight. 
Heaving breads, and fwimming fight, 
Faultering (peech, and gafping breath. 
Symptoms of delicious death, 
Life diflblving in delight. 
My foul is ready for tHe flight. 

O my foul ! 
Whither, whither art thou flying } 
.Left in fweet tumultuous dying. 
Whither, whither art thou flying, 

O my foul 1 



Pel. and The 

repeat together, 



[^ \tO my foul, &c. 
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CHORUS of all the Inftrumei\ts and Voices* 
Singing and Dancing, 

^Vhen the ftonn is blown oyer. 

How bicil is the fwain^ 
Who begins to difcovcr 

An end of his pain. 

When the ftonn, &c. 

Written under Mrs, Harb's Naoie upon t 
Drinking Glafs. 

THE gods of wine, and wit, and love, prep^ 
With chearfui bowh to celebrate tlie fair j 
Love is enjoined to name his favourjte toa^. 
And Hare's the goddefs that delights him moft ; 
Phccbus approves, and bids the trumpets founds 
And Bacchus, in a bumper, fends i^ rotj^d^ 



Written under the Dutchefs of Bolton's Name 
upon a Drinking-Glafs. 

T OV£*s keceneil darts are charming Bolton's care, 
*^ Which the bright goddefs poifo|is with dcfpair { 
The God of Wine the dirt eff^ fbrefees, 
And fends the juice that gives the lover eaie. 

ALAflM 
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ALatin Inscription onaM£i>ALfbr 
LEWIS XIV. 

T)Roximus & fimilis regnas Ludovice tdnahti, 
-■" Vim fummam, fumma cum pietate gcris : 
Magnus & expanfis ails, fed maxitnus armis, 

Protcgis hinc Anglos, Teutones inde fcris. 
Quin cocant toto Titania fcedera Rheno, 

Ilia aquilatn untum^ Gallia fulmen habet. 



Englished, and applied to the Qjr E fi n. 

1^ EXT to the Thunderer let Anna (land, 
^^ Iq piety fupreme, as in command^ 
Fam*d for victorious arms and generous aid, 
Young Auftria*s refuge, and Berce Bourbon*s dread : 
Titanian leagues in vain fhall bmve the Rhine, 
When to the Eagle YOU the Thunder join. 



A MORNING HYMN. 
To Her Grace the Dutchefs of H a m i lt o n. 

A WAKE, bright Hamilton, arift, 
-^^ Goddcfs of Love, and of the Day, 
Awake, difclofe thy charming eyes. 
And ihow the fun a brighter ray : 
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Phccbus in vain calls forth the blulhing morn. 
He but creates the day, which you adorn. 

The lark, that wont with warbling throat 

Early to faiute the Ikies, 
Or d^eps, or elfe fufpends his note, 

Difclaiming day till you arife. 
Goddefs awake, thy beams di^lay, 

Redore the univerfe to light ; 
When Hamilton appears, tlien dawns the day. 
And when (he difappears, begins the night* 

Lovers, who watchful vigils keep, 
For lovers never, never fleep ! 
Wait for the riilng of the fair, 
To oflfer fongs and hymns of prayer. 

Like Periians to the fun : 
Even life and death and fate are there. 
Vol in the rolls of ancient deftiny 

Long fince 'twas noted down. 
The dying (hall revive, the living die. 

But as you finile or frown. 

Awake, bright Hamilton, arife, 

Goddefs of Love, and of the day. 
Awake, difclofe thy charming eyes, 
And fhew the fun a brighter ray : 
Phoebus in vain calls forth the bluihing morn. 
He but creates the day, which you adoi n. 
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AN ESSAY 

UPON 

UNNATURAL FLIGHTS IN POETRY. 

A S when fome image of a charming face, 

-*■ ^ In living paint, an artift tries to trace. 

He carefully confults each beauteous line, 

Adjufting to his objeft his defign ; 

We praife the piece, and give the painter fame. 

But as the bright refemblance fpcaks the dame. 

Poets are limners of another kind. 

To copy out ideas in the mind j 

Words are the paint by which theirthoughts are fhowny 

And Nature is their objeft to be drawn ; 

The written pifture we applaud or blame, 

But as the juft proportions are the fame. 

Who, driven with ungovernable fire, 

Or, void of art, beyond thefc bounds afpire, 

Gigantic forms and monilrous births alone 

Produce, which Nature fhock'd difdains to own. 

By true refle£lion I would fee my face. 

Why brings the fool a magnifying-glafs > 

*' But poetry in fiftion takes delight, 

** And mounting in bold figures out of fight, 

•* Leaves Truth behind in her audacious flight : 

4« Fables and metaphors, that always lie, 

** And rafti hyperboles that foars fo high, 

^' And every omaiBeDt of verfe muft die. 

0^4 'NVa^'?^!* 
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Bfiifaike me not : no figures I exclude. 
And but forbid intemperance, not food. 
Who would with care (bme happy fi6Hon frame 
So mimics truth, k looks the very fame. 
Not rais'd to force, or feign'd in Nature's fcoiii« 
Sut meant to grace, illuibate, and adorn : 
Important truths ftili let your fables hold^ 
And moral myileries with art unfold ; 
Ladies and beaux to pleaie, b all the talk* 
But the (harp critic will in(faru£tion a(k. 
As veils tranfpareDt cover, but not hide. 
Such metaphors aj^pear, when right apply 'd • 
When through the phrafe we plainly ice the (tnTe, 
Truth with fuch obvious meanings will difbenle. 
The reader what in reafon *s due believes. 
Nor can we call that falfe which not deceives ; 
Hyperboles fo daring and fo bold, 
Difdaining bounds, are yet by rules control'di 
Above the clouds, but yet within our fight. 
They mount with Truth, and make a towering flight^ 
P relenting things impofiible to view, 
Thty wander through incredible to true : 
FalkhootU til us rnixM like metals arc refin'd. 
And truth, like filver, leaves the drofe behind. 
Thus Poetry has ample fpacc to foar, 
Nor needs forbidden regions to explore ; 
Fuch vaunts as his who can with patience read. 
Who thus dclciibes hi'j hero when he 's dead ? 
** In hear of aclion (Iain, yet fcorns to fall, 
*' But ftill maintains the war, and tiglits at— 'All.** 
« Th 
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The noify culverin, o'er-charg'd, lets fly. 

And burfts^ unaiming* in the rended fky ; 

Such frantic flights are like a madman's dream. 

And Nature fuflfers in the wild extreme. 

The captive Canibal, oppreft with chains, 

Yet braves his foes, reviles, provokes, difdains { 

Of nature fierce, imtameable, and proud. 

He bids defiance to the gaping croud, 

And (pent at lad, and fpeechlefs as he lies, 

WithBery glances mocks their rage, and dies. 

This is the utmoft ftretch that Nature can. 

And all beyond is fulfbme, falfe, and rain. 

The Roman wit, who impioufly divides 

His hero and his gods to different (ides, 

I would condemn, but that, in fptte of fenfe, 

Th' admiring worl#flill ftands in his defence : 

The gods permitting traitors to fucceed. 

Become not parties in an impious deed. 

And, by the tyrant's murder, we may find. 

That Cato and the gods were of a mind. 

Thus forcing truth with fuch prepofterous praife. 

Our chaTB6^ers we Icflen, when we'd raife j 

Like caftles built by magic art in air, 

Thatyanifh at approach, fuch thoughts appear; 

But rais'd on truth by feme judicious hand. 

As on a rock they (hall for ages fiand. 

Our king rctum'd, and banifli'd peace reftor'd. 

The Mufe ran mad to fee her exil'd lord ; 

On the crack'd ft age the Bedlam heroes roar'd, 

Aad icarce could ipeak one reafonable word : 

Drydcn 
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bryden himfelf, to pleafe a frantic age. 

Was forc*d to let his judgment ftoop to rage j 

To a wild audience he conform*d his voice, 

Complyt'd to cuftom, but not err'd through choice. 

3>eem then the people's, not the writer's fin, 

Alroanfor's rage, and rants of Maximin ^ 

That fury fpent in £ach elaborate piece. 

He vies for fame with ancient Rome and Greece. 

Kofcommon firfl, then Mulgrave rofe, like light|, 

To clear our darknefs, and to guide our flight i 

With fteady judgment, and in lofty founds. 

They gave us patterns, and they fet us bounds. 

The Stagyrite and Horace laid afidc. 

Informed by them, we need no fowjign guide ; 

Who fcek from poetry a iaHing name. 

May frotn their leiTons leam the rofid to fame ; 

But let the bold adventurer be fure 

That every line the teft of truth endure ; 

On this foundation may the fabric rife 

Firm and unfhaken, till it touch the fkies. 

From pulpits banifli'd, from the court^ from lovc^ 

Abandoned Truth fceks fheltcr in the grove j 

Chcrifh, ye Mufcs, the forfakcn fair. 

And take into your train this beauteous wanderer. 
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OF all our modem wits, none feems to me 
Once to have touch'd upon true comedy. 
But bally ShadwellJ and flow Wycherley. 
Shadwell's unfinilh'd works do yet impart 
Great proofs of Nature's force, though none of Art ; 

But 

* This charafter, however juft in other particulars, yet 
is injurious in one j Mr. Wycheriey bemg reprefcntcd 
as a laborious writer, which every man who has the kaft 
peribnal knowledge of him can contradidl. 

Thofc indeed who form their judgment only from his 
'writings, may be apt to imagine fo many admirable re- 
fle£lionSy fuch divetfity of images and charafters, fuch 
itri£b enquiries into nature, fuch clofe obfcrvations on the 
fcvcral humours, manners, and affeftions of all ranks 
and degrees of men, and, as it were, fo true and fo per- 
fcft a aiire6tion of humankind, delivered with fo much 
pointed wit and force of exprcflion , could be no other 
than the work of extraordinary diligence and applica- 
tion : whereas others, wlio have the happinefs to be ac- 
quainted with the author, as well as his writitings, are 
able to a£Erm thefe happy performances were due to his 
infinite genius and natural penetration. We owe the 
pleafure and advantage of having been fo well entertained 
and inftru£fccd by him to his facility of doing it j for, if 
I miftake him not extremely, had it been a trouble 
to him to write, he would have iparcd himfelf that trou- 
ble. What he has perfomied would indeed have been 
difficult for anotlier ; but the club which a man of 
ordinary fize could not lift; was but a walking-dick for 
Ilcrcuks, Wx, 
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But Wycherley earns hard what e'er he gains. 
He wants no judgment, and he fpares no pains, &c. 
Lord Rochfifler's Poems. 

Mr. Wycherley, in his writings, has been thelhaipeft 
fktyrift of his time ; but. In his xiatui«, he has all tte 
Ibftnefs of the tendered diTpofitions : in his writings he is 
Ibvcre, bold, undertaking : in his naturv, gentle, modcftf 
jnoflfenfive : he makes ufe of his iatire as a man truly 
brave of his courage, only upon public occafions and for 
pubhc good. He compaiRonates the wounds he is ondcr 
a neceiuty to probe, or, like a good-natur'd conqueror, 
grieves at the occations tliat provoke him to make fuch 
havock. 

There are who ob je£V to his verification : but a dianood 
is not Icfs a diamond for not heing poliflicd. Vcriifica- 
tion is in poetry what colouring is in painting, a bcaud- 
ful ornament : but if the proportions are jaft» the 
poflure true, the figure bold, and the refemblanoe ac- 
cording to nature, though the colours fhou Id happen to 
be rough, or carekl'sly laid on, yet may the piece be of 
ineilimable value : whereas the fined and the niceft 
colouring art can invent, is but labour in vain, where 
the reil is wanting. Our prefcnt writers indeed, for the 
moft part, fecm to lay the whole ftrefs of their endea- 
vours upon the harmony of words ; but then, like 
eunuchs, they facrifice their manhood fur a voice, and 
reduce our poetry to be like echo, nothing but found. 

In Mr. Wyciierley, every thing is mafculine : his 
Mule is not led forth as to a review, but as to a bartlci 
net adorned for parade, but execution : he would be 
tried by the fharpnefs of his blade, and not by the fincr\': 
like your heroes of antiquity, he charges in iron, and 
fcems to defpiie all ornament but intrinlic merit ; and 
like tliofe heroes has therefore ndMed another name M 
his own, and by the unanimous confcnt of his cotem- 
porarics, is diftinguilhcd by th^ juft appellation of 
Manly Wycherley . L a n s u o vv :. E. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 
TO THE READER. 

'frVO'tf the feparation ef thehoufes, when mulica) 
^ performance^ were confined to one theatrey and 
diamatic to the other, it became neceifary to lengthen 
the reprefentation of the enfuing Poem widi- feveral 
alterations and additions^ and Tome entire new icenc^, 
to fill up the fpaces occafioned by the necejQSfty of 
kaving out the mixture of mufical entertaiiunenu 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 

MEN. 

CsLiuSy King of Britain, Father to Oriana. . 
Cons TAN Tiu s, Emperor of Rome, in love iK^diOi 
Amadis, a famous Knight- Adventorett in loye 

Oriana, and beloved by her. 
Floisstan, Companion to Aniadis, in love 

Coriianda. 
Lucius, a Roman. 
ArcalauSj an Enchanter, enemy to Amadis. 

WOMEN. 

Arcabon, an Enchantrefs, Sifter to Arcalaus. 
Oriana. 

CORISANDA. 

Urganda, a good Enchantrefs. 
Delia, her Attendant. 

0£5cers and Guards attending Celius ; Romans atte 
ingConflantius; Ladies attending Oriana; Atten<ii 
to the feveral Enchanters; Knights and Lai 
Captives ; Singers and Dancers. 

The SCENE b BRITAIN. 



[ *43 J . .... 

THE 

BRITISH ENCHANTERS*. 

t 

ACT I- SCENE I. 

The curtdn rifes to a fowijh of all forts of loud nutjic, Tbe 
fcene is a grove beautify d with fountains, ftatues, &c. 
Urganda is difcovered as in the mdft offome ceremony of 
enchantment. Thunder during the mujic. 

URGANDA, DELIA, AND ATTENDANTS* 

r 

U R G A K D A. 
QOUND, found, ye winds* the rended clouds divide, 
*^ Fright back the prieft, and iave a trembling bride j 
AfM an injur'd lover's faithful love : 
An injuiM lover's caufe is worthy Jove, 

DELIA. 

Succefsful IS our charm : the temple fliakes, 

The ahar nods, th* aftonifh'd prieft foriakes 

The halJow'd fhrine, ftarcs from the bridegroom's fide* 

Breaks off the rites, and leaves the knot unty'd. 

[Thunder again and mufic, Vrgtmda •walks dovfn the fcene^ 
v/aving bir inchanted rod during the following incantation, * 

, ♦ Bee the Prologue, p. 217. 

R 4 ^^ 
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Yc fweet muficians of the fky> 
Hither, hith^, fly, fly, 
And with enchanting notes all magic elie fupply* 
Spttnd die trumpet, touch the lute, 
Strike the lyre, and tune the flute ; 
In harmqny, 
CeleiUal harmony. 
All magic charms are found ; 
Sound the trumpet, found. 

A Single Voice. 
Jafon thus to Orpheus faid. 
Take thy harp, and melt the maid ; 
Vows are vain, with muflc vrana hcr« 
Play, my friend, and charm the channer« 

Hark ! hark ! 'tis Orpheus plays. 

The cedars dance, the grove obeys* 

. Hark, haHc again ! 

Medea melts like Proferpine. 

Liflening flie turns : how foft, ihe cries ! 
How (weet ; ah how fweet each firing replies. 

Till on the warbling note fhe dies. 
Ah how fweet, and how divine I 

O I 'tis a pleafurc 

Beyond meafure, 

Take the treafurCj 
Cretki 'tis thine. 

CHORUS. 
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C H O R IT S, 

Sound the trumpet, touch the lute. 
Strike the lyre, and tune the flute | 
In harmony, 
Cdeflial harmony, 
Ail magic charms are found ; 
> Soand the trumpet, ^ound. 

\^urft Dance of Statues. 
A Single Voice. 
When with adoring looks we gaze 
On bright Oriana's heavenly fiace. 
In every glance, and every grace. 
What is that we fee 

But harmony ; 
Ccleftial harttony! 
Our raviih'd hearts leap up to meet 
The mufic of her eyes, and dance around her fb^ 

U ft O A N D A. 

This care (br Amadis, ye gods, approve. 
For what 's a foldier's recompence but love > 
When forc'd from Britain, call'd to diftant war^ 
His vanquifKM heait remained a captive here | 
Oriana's eyes that glorious conqucft made, 
Har was his love ungratefully repaid. 

D & L I A. 
By Arcabon, like hoftile Juno, croft. 
And like j^eas driven £rom coaft tQ coaft, 

Rj •TVxRi 
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The wandering he^ would return too late, 
Cbarg'd by Oriana with the crimes of fate ; 
Who, anxious of .negk£^y fufpeding change, 
Confults her pride^ and meditates revenge. 

U RGANDA. . ^ 

Juft in the moment when reientment fiies, 
A charming ri^ tempts, a rugged king requires ; 
Love yields at laft, thus combated by pride. 
And Ihe fubmitsco be the Roman's bride. 

DELIA. 

Did not your art, with timely aids, provide, 
Oriana were his wife, and not his bride. 

u RG AN b A. 
In ancient times, ere chivalry was known. 
The infant world with monfters overgtowji. 
Centaurs and giunts, nurd with human blood. 
And dire magicians, an infernal brood, 
Vex'd men and gods j but moft the fair complain 
Of Violated loves, and lovers flain. 
To (belter innocence, and injured right, 
'The nations all elcft fome patron-knight. 
Sworn to be true to Love, and flaves to Fame, 
And n^ke a valiant chief enrol his name ; 
By fhinmji; marks diflinguifh'd they appear. 
And various orders to various cnfigns bear. 
Bound by ftri£i oaths, to fcrvc the brighteft eyes, 
Not more they drive for glory than the prize ; 
While, to invite the toil, the fairefl dame 
Of Britain, H the boUed champion's claim. 
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DELIA. 

Of all who in this race of fame delight. 
Brave Amadis is own'd the hardieft knight. 
Nor Tbefeusy nor Alcides, ventured morcy 
Nor he To fam'd, who, bath'd in monder's gpre. 
Upon his crefted helm the trampled dragoff'bore. 

URGANDA. 

O mighty Amadii ! what thanks are due ^ 

To thy vi£ionoi|$4W0rd,' that Ardan flew ! 
Ardan, that 'Slack enchanter, whofe dire arts 
Enflav'd our knights, and broke our virgins hearts. 
Met fpear to fpear, thy great delivering hand 
Slew the deftroyer, and redeemed the land ; 
Far from thy bread all care and grief remorey 
Oriana 's thine, by conqueft as by love. 

DELIA. 
The haughty Arcabon, of Ardan's blood. 
And Arcalaus, foes alike to good, 
Gluttons in murder, wanton to deflroy. 
Their fitai arts as impioufly employ : * 
Heirs to their brother's hatred, and fwom foes 
To Amadis, their ma^c they oppoie 
Againfi his love and life. 

i U&GANDA. 

With equal care. 
Their Tengcanceto prevent, we now prepare. 
Behold die time, when tender Love fhall be 
Nor Text tTith doubt, nor preft with tyranny. 
The love-fick hero fliall from camps remove. 
To reap reward : the hdro 's pay is love*. 
' ^ R4 The 
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The taiks of glory painful are and 
But oh ! how blcft, how ftreet is t 
lUr^artda retires down thef.ene as eorA 
enchant fnent', mufick playing, and l 
the Chorus of the foregoing incattfath 
JSrene changes to an apartmenim thtg 
a numerous train of Britons on^MomA 
and Corifanday followed liy ithiraHei 
the Britons in a fainted drefo^ tf^/r t 

CONSTANTIUS, OftlANA, 

Ct>K$TA.NT3[ 
Lovers tonfutt n6t fttrs, nor wMcb 
But feek their fbstence ia their char 
Carelefs of thunder, from the doud 
My only omens from your looks I 
"When my Oriana fftrilesy from thei 
My future hope, and when (he frov 

o R I A N A. 
If from my looks your (entence yoii 
Behold and be inflru6ied to dei(pair. 
Ci>NS T ANT n 
Loft in a labyrinth of doiibts aD<l jo; 
Whom now her frtiiles reviT'd^ hcr 
She will, ind (he will abt, Ifae grai 
Confents, ietra6b9 advances^ and d 
Approving and rejc6Ung in a breath, 
Now proffering mercy, now preientii 
Thus hoping, thus defpairing, neve 
How various 9xt i^ \»cfMi8X% \ tsd> 
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Cruel eflate of doubt! ah! Princefs, try 
ODce to refolve, or let me live» or die. 

O R I A N A. 

Ceafcy prince, the anger of the gods to move> 

'Tis now become a crime to mcntioa love ; 

Our holy men, interpreting the voice 

Of hcaren in wrath, forewarti th* ill-omen*d choice, 

CONSTANTIUS. 

Strange rules for conftancy your priefts deviie, 

if love and hate muff vary with your Ikies. 

From fuch vile fervituc*c fet Rcafon free ; 

The gods in every circum (lance agree ; 

To fuit our unfon, pointing out to me. 

In this right hand, the fceptre th^ they place 

For me to hold, was meant for you to grace. 

Thou bcil and faired of the beauteous kind. 

Accept that empire which the gods dcfign*d. 

And be tlic chstrming miflrefs of mankind. 

Ambition, Love> whatever tan in(pirc 

A mutual flame, gloiy, and young defirc. 

To guide and to adorn the deftin'd choice contpire» 

If greatnefs then with beauty may corftpare, 

f And fure the great arc formed but f<* the fair) , 

Then 'tis mod plain, that all the gods decree 

That I was bom tor you, and you for me. 

C O R 1 S A N D A. 

l^nptiats of form, of intcreft, or of ftate. 
Thole feeds of pride, are fruitful in debate | 
hftYa^ymen for generous Love declare, 
Aad dMtfctbe needy virgini xhafte and f»Ir ; 

Let 
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Let women to fuperior fortune born. 

For naked virtue all temptations fcorn. 

The cl^arm 's immortal to a gallant mind. 

If gratitude cement whom Love has )oin'd. 

And Providence, not niggardly, but wife, 1 

Here lavifhly bellows, and there denies, I 

That by each other's virtue we may rife : J 

Weak the bare tie of man and wife we find 5 

But friend and bencfa6lor always bind. 

Enter KingCELius with a Guard of Britons. 

c E L I u s. 
Our prieftsf recover, 'twas a holy cheat. 
Lead back the bride, the ceremonies wait. 

o R I A N A. 

What heaven fojbids— 

c E L I u s. 
*Tvvas ignorance of my will. 
Our priefts have better learnt : what now is ill. 
Can, when I pleafe, be good j and none Ihall dare 
Preach or expound, but what their king would hear. 
Ere they interpret let them mark my nod. 
My voice their thunder, this right arm their god. 
Prince, take your bride. 

R I A N A. 

'Twcre impious now to fuflfer him my haad. 

iRefuftng to Conftatit'm^ vfb^ offers to t^ke htr ksU 

CELIVU 

•/- 
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C E L I U 8. • 

How dar*ft thou difobcy, when I command ? 
Mind, mind her not, nor be difturb'd at tears, 

[To Coiiflantius. 
A counterfeited qualm of bridal fears 1 
All fcign'd and falfe ; while her defircs are more 
A real Bre, but a diiTembled ihovver : 
You'd fee, could you her inward nootions watch. 
Feigning delay, fhie wiihes for difpatch ; 
Into a woman's meaning would you look, 
Then read her backward, like a wizard's book. 
On to the temple lead— 

O R lA N A. 

Oix:di^nce is your due, which 1 muft pay; 
But as a lover I command you— Stay. 

[Again rcicding hh hand. 
Obeying him, I 'II be obey'd by you. 

C ONSTANTIUS. 

Nor faints to heaven with more fubmilfion bow : 
I have no will but what your eyes ordain : 
Deilin'd to love,' as they are' doom 'd to reign. 

C E L I U 8. lAfidcl 

Into what hands, ye gods ! have you refign'd 
Your world ? Are thefe the matters of mankind ? 
Thefc fupple Romans teach our women fcom, 
I thank you, gods, that I 'm a Briton born. 
Agree thefc trifles in a ihort debate ? '\ 

Woman [To her.'] no more of this, but follow ftrait : V 
And you [To bim.'] be quick, I am not us'd to wait, j 
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lOnanaftaudsfiletrtand-veepiMgiH-mbiie. ConftantitsUekiiiga 
ccrncd* After ajbcrt paufc QriaHaJptt^s* 
O K I A N A.. 
Your ftari and mine have chofen you, to prove 
The nobleft way how generous nic»flKHild love i 
All boaft their flames, but yet no woman found 
A paflion, where felMove fvas not die giovod. 
Kow we're ador'dy and tlie next hour difpleaiey 
At gril your cure, and after, your dtfeafe \ 
Slaves we are made, by £silie pretences caught; 
The Briton in my r«ul diidains the thought. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

So much, fo tenderly, your flave adores. 
He has no thought of happinefs but yours. 

o R I A N A. 
Vows may be feign'd, nor fliall mere words pitvailj 
I muft have proofs; but proofs that cannot fail. 
By arms, by honour, and by all that 's dear 
To heroes^ or cxpefting lovers, fwcar. 

CONSTANTIUS. 
l^eds there an oath ? and can Oriana fav. 
Thus I command, and doubt if I '11 obey ? 

ORIANA. 

Then to be Ihort, and put you out of pain. 
Leave me, and never fee my face again* 
Start not, nor look furpriz*d, nor pauting fland. 
Be your obedience brief, as my command. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

Your ftrange command you give widi fuch an air, 
Weil may I pa\ifcy NNVvotx^ix-aW^WwaVvft^^ 
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Love is a plant of the moil tender kind, 
'That ihrinks and (hakes XTith every ruffling wind ; 
Such words in jeft, fcarce can my heart fupport. 
In pity, 'ah ! forbear fuch cruel (port. 

' O R I A N A. 

^ Our ferious fates no hours for mirth allow^ 
' And one fhort truth is all my refuge now. 
3 Prepare then, prince, to hear a fccret told, 
* That fbame would ihun, and blufhing I unfold. 
But dangers prefling, cowards will grow bold ^ 
' Know then, I love-— 

CONSTANTIUS. 

Can you command defpair, yet love confefs ; 

And curie with the (ame breath with which you blcfs ? 

O & I A N A. 

Mifiakeme not — That I do love, is true | 
But flatter not yourfelf, it is not you. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

Forbid it, gods ! Strike any where but there : 

Let but thofe frowns, and that difdainful air, 

Be the accuitom'd nicenefs of die Fair ; 

Then I might hope, that time, affiduous love. 

Vows, teai^, and prayers, fuch coynefs might remove : 

But if engag'd— Recal the fatal breath 

That (poke the word— the found is inllant death. 

O RI AN A. 

Too late to be recall'd, or to deny, 
I own the fatal truth ; if one muft die. 
You are the judge -, fay, is it you> or I ^ 

4 Eq^cs.^ 
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Enter hailily a Briton. 

BRITON. 
The king is much diipieas'd at this delay. 

CON8TANTI US* 

And let him wait, while 'tis my will to ftay, 

^ O & I A N A. 

Bear back, a gentler anfwer — We'll obey. 

CONSTANT lUS. 

Hence every (bund that 's either fbft or kind ; 

for a war like that within my mind : 
Yes, by the gods ! I could to atoms tear. 
Confound mankind, and all the world — but her. 
Say, flatterer, fay, ah ! fair deluder, fpeak, 
Anfwer me this, ere yet my heart does break ; 
Since thus engag'd, you never could intend 
Your love, why was I flatter*d with your hand? 

O R I A N A. 

To what a father and a king thinks fit, 
A daughter and a fubjeft mufl fubmit. 
Think not from tyranny that love can grow ; 

1 am a (lave, and you have made me ib. 
Thofe chains that duty have put on» remove ; 
Slaves may obey, but they can never love« 

CONSTANTIU8* 

Cruel Oriana, much you wrong'd my flamct 
To think that I could lay fo harfh a claim. 
Love is a fubje6b to himfclf alone, 
And knows no other empire thanl^is own ; 
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No ties can bind, diat from conibaint ari(e. 

Where either 'sforc'dy all obligation dies : 

Curft be the man, who ufes other art 

Bvt only love, to-captivate a h^art. 

O fatal law ! requiring to refign 

The obje6l lov'd 1 or hated, keep her mine. 

o R I A N A. 

Accufe me not of hate ; with equal eyes 

r judge your merit, and your virtue prize ; 

Friendihip, efleem be yours : Bereft before 

Of all my love, what can I offer more ! 

Your rival's image in your worth I vieWj 

And what I lovM in him, efieem in you ; 

Had your complaint been firft, it might have mov'd • 

He then had been efleem'd, and youbelov'd : 

Then blame not me, iince nothing bars your fate. 

But that you pleaded laft, and came too late. 

[ConfiaHtius ftands in d tbwgbtful fofture, 

CORISANDA* 

Thus merit 's uielefs j fortune holds the (bale. 
And ftili throws in the weight that muft prevail | 
Your rival is not of more charms pofleft, 
A grain of better luck has made him bleft. 

CO N 8 T A N T I U 8. 

To love, and have the power to poflefs. 
And yet refign, can flefii and blood do this } 
Shall nature, erring from her firft command, 
Sclf-prefervation, fall by her own hand ? 
By her own aft, the fprings of life dellroy^ 
The prmciplel, and being of her joy ? 

' \ 3 ^W)&vis\ 
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Senfual and bafc — Can Nature then approTc 
Bleflings obtain'd» by curbing vrhom we love ? 
PofTefTing, (he is loll ; renouncing I ; 
Where then*s the doubt % Die, die» Cooflaatius^ ( 
Honour, and Love, ye tyrants, I obey, 
Where-e'er your cruel call dire^ls n»y \v9j9' 
To (hamc, to chains, or to a certain grave. 
Lead on, unpityiag guides, behold your (lave. 

oa I A NA. 
Love *s an ignoble joy, below your care. 
Glory (hall make an&ends with Fame in war { 
Honour's the noblelib .chace, purfue that game^ 
And recompence the lo(s of love with fame ; 
If Hiil again fuch aids your love prevails^ 
Yet abfence is a cure that feldom fails. 

CONSTANT! US. 

Tyrannic Honour i what amends canft thou 
E'er make my heart, by flattering my brow } 
Vain race of fame ! unlefsthe conqueft prove 
In fcarch of beauty, to conclude in love. 
Frail hope of aids ! for time or chance to give 
That love, which fpite of cruelty can live ! 
From your difdain, iince do relief I find, 
I muft love abfent, whom I love unkind ; 
Though fcas divide us, and though mountains par 
That fatal form will ever haunt my heart, 
O ! dire reverie of hope, that I endure. 
From fure pofTeilion, to defpair as furc ! 
Farcwel, Oriana j yet, ere I remove. 
Can you rcfufe one tear to bleeding love f 
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Ah no, take heed, turn, turn AoktyetzwAj, 
The charm '« {o fbtMig, I Ihall for ever fhy. 
Princefs rejoice, for your next news ihall be, 
Conflantius dies to fet Oriana ht€» 

[Exetmi fivtrstlyi 

ACT IL SCENE h 

S C £ N E. A tfaick-fTOoaed Fofffi. 
Enter Arcabon Iceming penfire, and AfCAtACf 

I J A R c A e o K« 

1^ O warning of ch' appioacbiog iSamf ^ 
-^^ Swiftly like fudden dearh k cj&c $ 
Like travellers by lightning kill'd, 
J burnt the moment 1 bckeld. 

In \4iom7ib many charmf itv plac'd. 
Is with d mind. as nobly gnc'd ^ 
Ttift cafe, fisihtningio liefaold. 
Is fiU'd wkb-sicheft genu and gc/ld« 

^o what my eyes admlr'd befose, 
! ftiadd a thou(and graces more, 
;ft|kd Fancy blows into a flame 
'^iltse (pork that from his beauty came. 

The obje£b thus rmpror'd by thought , 

By my own imag^^I am caught. 

-Pygmalion io^ with fatal art, 

jpbliih*4 the form that (Vung bis heart. - i ". 
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ARC Al^ V 8. 

Enchantreis fs^y, wj^nce Aich rrpliqt at theCb i 
Thou anfwer'ft Love, I (peak of Amadis, 

A R g 4L B O N. 

Swiftly he paft, and as in fport purfuei 

The favage herd, and bunted round the wood ; 

Tigers and wolves in vain his {bx>ke withfbuid. 
Cut down, like poppi^, by the reaper's hand | 
Like Mars he look'd, as terrible and flrongy 
Like Jove majeftic, like Apollo youog ; 
With all their attributes divinely grac'd. 
And fure their thunder in his arm was plac*d« 

'ARCALAU8. 

Who pafs'd ? who look*d ? 

A R C A B O N. 

Ah ! there 's the fatal wound^ 
That tears my heart-ftrings — But he Ihall be foun 
Yes, )c Infernals, if there 's power in art. 
My arms fhall hold him, as he graips my heart. 
Shall I, who can draw down the moon, and keep 
The flars confined, enchant the boiflerous deep. 
Bid Boreas halt, make hills and forefts move^ 
Shall I be batBed by this triflcr, Love ? 

ARCALAUS. 

Sufpend thofe follies, and let rage furmount, 
A brother's death requires a ftrift account ; 
To-day, to-day, perhaps this very hour, . 
This moment, now, the murderer '8 in, our power* 

*-> L 
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Leave Love in cottages and cells to reign, 
. With nymphs obfcure, and with the lowly (wain. 
Who wafte their days and (Irength in fuch fhort joys, 
Are fools, that barter precious life for toys. 

A R c A BO N. 
They *re fools who preach we wa(t« our days and (Ircngth 1 
What is a life whofe only charm is length ? 

^, Give me a life that 's ftort and wing'd with joy, 
A life of love, whofe minutes never cloy ; 
What is an age in dull renown drudg'd o'er ? 

^ One little fingic hour of love is more. 

An Attendant enters haftily, and whifpers Akoalaus, 
at* 

ARCALAU8. 

See it perform'd— -and thou fhalt be. 

Dire inilrument of hell, a god to me. 
^ [Exit Attendant* 

Bi He comes, h6 comes, jull ready to be cauglit. 

Here Ardan fell, here on this fatal fpot 
« Our brother dy*d j here Co v'd that precious gore, 
^ The purple Talood, that cries fo loud for more : 
, Think on that image, fee him on the ground 1 

His life and fame both buxy'd in one wound. 

Thiftk en the murderer, with infulcing pride 

Teanng the weapon from his bleeding fide. 

Oh think 

A R c A B o N. 

What need thefe bloody images to move ?, 

Revenge I ykdll — and would fecuie my love. 

S X "^«^^ 
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Why (hould I of a frailty (bameful be. 
From wl^ch no mortal yet was ever free ? 
Not Herce Medea, midrefs of our art. 
Nor Circe norCalypfo 'fcap'd the fmait. 
If hell has power, both paf&oais I will pleafe* 
My anger and my love ihall both hav« «afi:. 
Lead on, magician, make revenge fecure. 
My hand *£ as ready, and ihall (Like «s Aire. 

OjiJANA and CoRiSAKBA appear entering from dtf 
lower part of the Scene. 

' O R I AN A, 

Thrice happy they, who thus in woods and groves». 
From courts retir'd, poiTefs their peaceful loves* 
Of royal maids how wretched is the fate. 
Born only .to be viftims of the ftate ; 
Our hopes, our wifhes, all.our paflions, ty*d 
For public ufe, the flavcs of others* pdde. 
Here let us wait th* event, on which alone 
Depends my peace, I tremble till 'tis known. 

COKJSANDA. 
So generous this emperofs love does feem^ 
'Twould juffify a <!hange, to change for him. 

IFhurifi of mufic, as in the ftrtf* 
« R I A N A. 
Oft* we have heard fuch airy founds as theie. 
Which, in foft mufic mmmuring through the treesy 
Salute US as we pafs.*»- 

C Otl 
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COR XSAir DA« 

rbc air we breadie fuic is jnchamrd air. 

[Tbey Bjfem, htldag Amt M fafnzel, 

\ntet fevend of A&c ALAUS's Magicuuis» icpieieaniig 
Shepherds and Sbepherdeires> fioging and dancing. . 

A SHEPHERDESS. 

..... Fcdl^w^ ye nymphs and ihepbenis all. 
Come celebrate this fedivaly 
And merrily fing, andlport, and play,, 
For 'tis Oriana's nuptial day. 

'o Oriana."] Queen of Britam, and of Loire^ 

Be happy as the bled above ^ 
. A joyful day is in thy power. 

Seize, O feize the fmiling hour. 

Graces numberlefs attend thee> 

The gods as many bleffings (kid thee r 

Be happy a» the bkft aboTo, 

Queen of Britaifi, and of Lgve. 

lExiuntt fittfin^lm 
•CHORUS. 

Follow, ye nymphs, &c» . 

a R 1 ANA. 

xpoderous nuptials, that fill every bread '. 
^ich joy, but only her's whoihouldbe bled,. 

: C O R' I S A N C A. 

ire fbme magician l^eeps lus- xtn^cls here ;. . 4 
i^fflctire, there may be danger vi«'«L, 

S J «i ^^* 
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O R I A N A. 

What danger in fuch gentle notes can he > 
Thou fViend to Lov]p, thrice-pDwerfiil Harmonf , 
I'll follow thee — Play on-— 
Mu(ic '8 the balm of love, it charms defpair, 
Suffcnds the finart, as4 foftens- oirery caro, 

[^Excuntt following the nmjic. 

Arcalaus enters^ with an Attendant, olifeFviB^tbem. 

ARCALAU8. 

Finiih the reft, and then "be free as air : 
My eyes ne'er yet beheld a form fo fair. 
Happy beyon^ my ^viih, I go to prove 
At once the joys of fweet revenge and love* 

lExemm^ fiU6-mn$. 

Enter Amadis and Florestan. 

A M A D I 8. 

.Miflake me not — No, Amadis ihall die 
If ihe is pleas'd, bub not difturb her joy. 
I^ce honour ftill engages to requite 
Falfe mifh-efTes, and proud, with fli^t for flight* 
But if, like mine, the ilubbom heart retain 
A wilful tendernefs, the brave muft feign. 
In private grieve, but with a caielcfs fcorn 
In public feem to triumph, not to nx)uni. 

FLORESTAN. 
Hard is the ta(k in love or grief to fdgn ; 
When paffion is fincere, it will complain : 
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Doubts that from ramdur rofe you ihould ftifpend, 
Fxiom evil tongnet whst virtue can defend ? 
In love, wbo injures by a raih diftnifty * 
Is the aggrtjfier, and the firft nnjofl. 

A M'A D I S. 
If (he 18 true, why all this ndptial noile' 
Still echobg'Ks we pais her guilty joys ? 
iK^ho to a woman tmfts liis peace of mind, 
'I'rufts a frail 'bark, with a tempcftuous wind, 
'tlius t* Ulyflfcs, on the StVgian coaft 
His fate enquiring, fpake Atridcs* gfioft i 
Of all the pkgtics with which Ac world is ctirft^- ' * 
Of fivery.Jll, a woman is the worft * ' " ' 
Truft not a woman*—- Well might he advsTe, 
Who perifh'd by his wife's adultcriei. . '- '' 

F L O R E S rA K. 
Thus in defpair, what moft we love u'c wfoilg^ ■ * - ^* 
Not heaven efcapes ^e impious adit's tongue. ^ 

A M A* D I S.- • 

Enticing (xooodiles^ whole tears are death T * 

Syrens, that murder with enchanting breath 1* • • ' ^ 
Like Egypt's ttft^ples, daviliil^ to tto fight, 
Pompouily deck'd, all gaudy, gay, and'hfigflt ^ ' • 
With glittering gold a&d ff^rfriftiegems. they fhine, . 
But apes and monkeys are t^ gods withiir. 

FLOTRE fft AN. " . . 

My love attends with pain^ while yoti purfutt • ♦ 
T^is angry theme : I have a miflrefs too : 
The fiuMcfs- form naibcrct (bin's difgracc, 
A beauteous mind unblcmilh'd trs her face', ■ '• 
« . * ♦ s 4 '^^'^ 
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Not- painted and adom'd to vamilh fin. 
Without all goddei^y all divine witlun. 
By Truth maintaining what by Love ihe got, 
A heaven without a cloudy a fun without a ijpot. 

AM A Dl 8. 

Forgive the vi6ona of my frantic brain f 

Far from the man I lorte be all (uch pain : 

By the immortal gods I fWear, my friend, '\ 

The fates to me no greater joy could (end, > 

Than that yonr labours meet a jiroiperoas end ^ j 

After fo many glon^ua toik, that y€M» 

Have foand a mjUfarefs beautiful and true. 

OtliiNA and CoElSANDA wtthoiit. 
. OKI AN A and cokisanda* 
Help^ help, oh ! heavcna» help — 
AMADI &• 

What crie9 v% theie } 

FLORESTAlf* 

It iecm'd the c^U -of women in diftrefs. 

Of fiivage bqifts .and men a monibout brooci 

Poflefs thif land-. 

,9tlANA and corisamda. 
Pielp, help— K. 

A M A D I 8^ 

Agiin the cry *$ renew'd. 

Draw both our iwords» and Ey with (peed to faYC; 

Th' oppreft have a Aire refuge in the btave. 

lExfMnt irarwing their fvtriu 
[Oriaita and Cori/oMda <rofi the JUge^ J^rfntd hf • Fnf] 
keknging tfi Jrcfikm^ 

OmXANAi 
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ORIANA and CO&ISAKDA» 

Hclpy help. 

PARTY. 

Furfuc, purfue. 

[Floreftan croffei tht fiagt^ falkrwing the furfitlt* 

Arcalaus enteu fighting, and leticating before 

A MAMS. 

A R C A L A U S. 

Forbcir, ra(h mortal, give thy phrenfy o'er. 

For know thou tempt *fl a more than mortal power. 

A M A D I 9. 

Think not my fword Ihali give the leaft reprieve^ 
*Twcre cruelty to let Aich monlten live. 

[Fhreftarr re-enters retreating before oMOtber forty, is 
feizedy d'lfarmedy and carried of • 
ARCALAUS. 
Vet paufe, and be advis'd ; avoid thy fate ; 
Without thy life my vengeance is eompleat ; 
Behold thy friend borne to eternal chains. 
Remember Ardan now, and count thy gains. 

A M A D I S. 
Like Ardan's be thy fate, unpity'dfall. 
Thus I 'U at once icfr^ge, and free them all. 
l^Fight again; Arcataus ftilt retreating tUt off the ft age. Tn^ 
ftruments of horror are heard under ground, and in the air, 
Monflers and Damons rift from unier the ftage, ivhtffil 
others fy down from above, croffing to and fro in cvnfujioni'. 
clajb'mg of fvfords behind the fcene's : thunder and tight ning^ 
during -which time the fla%e is darkened. On the fudden a 
^f§u^ of all the mupc fucceeds^Jhe Jkj cUars^ onA ^>>e 
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fcene changes^^ 4 pl^p^. profpiB; Amatit appear i lea 
on his fwerdf furreundei by Shepherds and Shefherit 
'who -with fottgs, mujiff and d^aas^ perform the fillet 
enchantment. 

A SHEPHERD. 
Love, creator LovCy ^^PP^^^w 
Attend y and heart 
Appear. 

A SHEPHERDESS* 
Love, creator Love, 

Parent of heavect and earth* 
Delight of gods above» 

To thee all Nature owes her birth. 
Love, creator Love. 

CHORUS. 

Appear, appear. 
Attend and hear, 
Appear. 

SHEPHERD. 

All that in ambient air does^xnove^ 

Or teems on fertile fields below. 
Or fparkles in the flcies above. 

Or does in rolling waters flow,. 

Spring from the reed9 that thou doil fovr, 
Love, creator Love, 

CHC 
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. C H O H U S. 

Appear, appear, 
Attend aod hcMT^ 
Appear* 

S%£PHERD£SS* 
When Loire b awaj. 

Or is not ours. 
How dull IS the dajr. 
How flow the boun ! 
When Love is away, dicre 's no deiigbt & 
How dull is tjic day. 
When Love is away j 
How dull is the day. 
How flow the hours, 
But wing'*d with Love, how fwift is the flight I 

CHORUS. 

Better in love a flave to be. 
Than with the wideft empires free. 

Symphony for Difcord. 

ODE FOR DISCORD; 

WiMn Love 's away, then Difcord reigns : 
The Furies he unchains, ^ 

Bids iEolus unbind 
The Noihexii Wind, 
That fetter'd lay in caves, 
^Aad rooi'«p tiees^ and plough tihe plam^* 



c:\\ 



Th' aifaulted clouds return the Ihock^ 

Blue lightning^ (inge the waves. 
And thunder rends the rock. 
Then Jove ufurps his father's crown^ 

Inflrufting mortals to afph-e : 
The father would deftroy the foir. 
The fon dethrones the fire. 
The Titans, to regain rfieir righ^ 
Prepare to try a fecond fight„ 
Briareus' arms his hundred hand's. 
And marches forth the bold gigantic banc 
Pc^i» upon OUa thrown, 
Steep Olympus they invade,. 

Gods and giants tumble down^ 
And Mars is foii'd by Eacclade. 
Horror, con'fufioo, vengeful ire, 
I>aggers, poi|«n, fword, and fire,* 
To execute the dc(lin*d wrath confpire : 
The Furies lofe their faaky rods. 
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SHEPHERDESS* 

But when Love knA§ Difcord ceaie. 
The jarring feeds unite in peace; 

O the pleafure paft exprelling ! 

All is joy, and all is bleffing. 
Hail to Love, and welcome Joy, 
Hail to the delicious boy ! 
In Cyprus firft the god was known | 

Then coaftihg to the main. 

In Britany he fix'd his reign. 
And in Oriana*s eyes hi* throne. 

C H . 6 R U S. 

Hail to Love, and welcome Joy, i 

» Hail to the delicious boy ! 
See the Sun from Love returmng. 
Love 's the flame in which he *s burning. 

Sec the Zephyrs kifling dofc, 
On Flora's bread their wings rcpofe. 
Hail to Love 1 the fofteft plcaftirc ; 
Love imd Beauty reign for ever. 

DANCE. 

Dance of Shepherds and Shcpherdefiet* 

SHEPHERDESS TO AMADia» 
No\y^ mortal, prepare. 

For thy fate is at hand ; 
Now, mortal, prepare 
And furrender. 
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For Love fhall gate. 

Whom no power can withftaadj • 
Who rules finom the (kits 

To the eenter* 
Now, mortal, prepaiei ^ 

For thy fate is at hand $ 
Now, mortal, prepare 
And funrender. 
{Oritna r'lfes encbartted, refpfing nt a hei ^ff^wm, dm 
feeing her, throws arway his fwcrd, ami wg^rs Unuttl 
htt is Seized in the JavH tufiwit* 

A M A D I S. 

I *ll break thrdugh all endiantment to tho/e anns, 
I am all love, and thoa all over chamis. 

[Here be is feized : OHama wakts mtd rH 
O R X A N A» 

In what enchanted regions am I iod ? 
Am I alive ? or wander here a ghoft ? 
Art thou too dead ? 

A M A D I s. 
Where-e»er you are, the realms of blifs^, muft be j 
I fee my goddefs, and 'tis heaven to ice ! 
Stand off— and give me way— - 

6 R I A N A* 

No— -kccpjhim there, 

Th' ungrateful traitor, let him not come near : 

Convey the wretch where Sifyphus atones 

For crimes enormous, and where Tityus groans; 

With robbers and with mufderers let him prove 

Immorcal pains—for lie has murder'd Love. 

KVLADtl* 
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A M A D I I. 

: I done tbt»f 

ORIANA* 
Bafe and perfidious roan^ 
ne b^tturdy and anfwer if you can. 
it yoiFlovey when trembling hy your fidtf 
pty and I implor*dy and aUnoft dy'd, 
ng your ftay — Was it your love that bore 
r faithlefs ve0el from the Britifh ihore ? 
It faid I noty upon the fatal night, 
m you avow'd your meditated flight } 
i it your love that prompted you to party 
eaye me dying, and to break my heart ? 
whom you fled, inhuman and ingrate, 
:nt your folly, but repent too late. 

A M A D I 8. 
:aken pnnceCs ! By the dars aboie, 
powers below, and that immoztal Jove, 
allmg and qompell'd 

O R I A N A» 

ailing and compelled ! Vain, vain pretexKc^ 

bafc neglefb and cold indifference. 

s it your love, when by thofe ilars above, 

*{e powers below, and that immortal Jove, 

I vow'd before the Erfl revolving moon 

I would return*— Did you return ) The fua 

ice round the circled globe was ieen to move, 

I neither came nor fent — Was this your love ? 

A M A D I 8. 
ice has that fun beheld me on your coail, 
tempefts beaten, ^d in ihipwrccks loft.. 



No image, "but of certain fate, appear*d» 
Lcfs I your abfencc than your danger fcar'c 
In vain they threatenM, and I fued in vaii 
More deaf than ftorms, more cruel than t] 
Ko prayer nor gentle meifage could prevai 
To wait a calmer Iky or fofter gale ; 
You brav'd the<langer, and deQ>is*d the Ic 
Nor death could fright, nor tendernefs cot 

A M A D I S. 
Of our pad lives, the pleafure and the pai: 
Fix'd in my foul for ever (hall remain ; 
Recal more gently my unhappy ftate. 
And charge my crime, not on my choice, I 
In mortal breaft, fure Honour never wag'd 
So dire a war, nor Love more fiercely rag'd 
You.faw my torment, and you knew my h«^ 
'Twas infamy to flay, 'twas death to part. 

OR I AN A. 
In vain vou'd cover with the thirft of fam*» 
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Trom BirUte deCc^nding'tn a line dtrtSt , 
Within thele veins thy fiivoiuite blood re(pe6t : 
Mother of Love, by men and gods rtver'd. 
Confirm dicfe vows, and let this prayer be heard. 
The Britoli to the Gaul hencefoith (hall bear 
Immorul hatred and eternal war ; 
No league nor commerce let the nations know^ 
But feeds of everlafting difcord grow ; 
With fire and fword the fttitfalefs race purfue, 
This vengeance to my injured love is due : 
Kife from our afhes foroe avenging hand. 
To curb their tyrants, and invade their land. 
Waves fight with waves, and fhores with fhoros engage^ 
And let our fans inherit the fame rage* 

A MAD I 8. 
Might I be heaii|l one word in my defence— *^ 

O R I A N A, 
No, not a word. What fpecious forcM pretence 
Would you invent to gild a weak defence ? 
To falfe j£neas, when 'twas given by fate 
To tread the paths of Death, and view the Stygian ibte^ 
Foriaken Dido was the firft that ftood 
To ftrike his eye, her bofom bath'd in blood 
Freih from her wound : pale horror and affright 
Seia'd the falfe man, confounded at the fight. 
Trembling he gaz*d, and fbme faint words lie /poke. 
Some tears he fhed, which, with disdainful look^ 
UnmovM fhc heard and faw, nor heeded more 
Than the firm rock when faithlefs tempcfts roar. 

T ^^\xiK 
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With one laft glance his faliehood (be upbraids^ 
Then fulienly redres, and fecks eternal (hades. 
Lead me» O lead me, where the bleeding queen 
With jiifl reproaches loads perfidious men 
BanilhM from joy» fpom emphc, and from 
In death invc^ve me, and in endlefs night, 
But keep— -that odious object — from my fight. 

Enter A &c A L A u S« 



light, I 
fight. j 



[tt 



ARCALATTS. 

With her l^ft words Ihefign'd his dying breath; 
Convey him flrait to tortures and to death. 

• A M A D I S. 

Let me not perilh with a traitor's name f 
Naked, unnrmM, and iingle as I am, 
Loofc this right hand, I challenge all thy odds 
Of heaven or hell, of demons or of gods. 

ARCALAUS, 

Hence to his fate the valiant boadcr bear. 

IThej fine him tf' 
Tor him, let our infernal priefts prepare 
Their knives, their cords, and altars — But for her 
Soft beds, and flow'ry banks, and fragrant bowen, 
Mufic and fongs, and all thofe melting powers 
With which love fteals on hearts, and tunes the tniod 

To tendemefs and yielding 

Superior charms enchant us to be kind* 



KCT 



A C T in 

^ ft thou not plJ ^**™" 'heeno^ 
•^ 'h«rfui tune, diJ'r k^ ''"^ ^^'^'^h 
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ARCALAU8.. 
Arife, O Ardan, from the hollow womb 
Of earth, arife, burft from thy brazen comb^ 
Bear witnefs to the vengeance we prepare. 
Rejoice, and reft for ever void of care. 

A R C A B O N. 

Pluto arife, infernal king releafe 

Thy tortur*d (laves, and let thedamp*d havcpeice^ 

But double all tlieir pains on Amadis, 

AR C ALA U S. 
Mourn all ye heavens, above yon azure plain 
I^et Grief abound, and Lamentation reign. 
The Thunderer with tears bedew his*iky» 
For Amadis, his champion, 's doomed to diew 

A & C A B O K. 

Death be my care : for, to corapleat his woe. 
The flavc fliall periih by a woman's blow ; 
Thus each by turns fhali his dire vow fulfil ; 
'Twas thine to conquer, and 'tis mine to kilL 

ARCALAUS. 

So look'd Medea, when her rival bride. 
Upon her nuptial day, confuming dy'd : 
O never more let love difguife a face. 
By rage adorn'd with fuch triumphant grace. 

A S C A B O N« 

In fweet revenge inferior joys arc loft. 
And Love lies fliip wreck 'd on the ftormy ootft} 
Rage rules all other paffions in my breaft, 
Andy iwelling like a torrent, diowos the itft» 
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^- Should this curd wretch, whom mod my foul abhors. 

Prove the dear roan whom moft my foul adores, 
1^ Love Ihould in vain defend him with his dart, 
^ Through all his charms I 'd ftab him to the heart. 
% lExeunt. 

SCENE II. 

1^ Eater CbusTANTius, Celius, Lccius a Roman, 
and a Guard of Britons. 

ft CONSTANTIUS. 

gt Eefus'd a &feguard, mena?d and confin'd .' 

Do royal guefts no i>etter ufage find ? 
^ Are thefe the cufloms of the Britifh court f 

Here only then let beafb, not men, refoit. 
■tf Tkit treatment^ Briton, from another man-*'- 

c E L I u s« 
f: liis my will, and help it as you can. 
i From contra6^s fign*d, and articles agreed^ 

With Britifh faith it fuits not to recede : 

How may the world interpret fuch negle^. 

And on her beauty, or her fame, reflect > 

Roman, confider well what courfe you run, 
I Reiblve to be my priibner or my Ton. 

If this founds rude, t)\en know, we Britons flight 

The fupple arts that foreigners delight, 
i Kor ftand on forms to vindicate our right. 

[Exit King Cefwt^ 
T % V.\ic\- 
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L UCI IT S. 

Happy extremity > Now, prince, the bleft, 
Cf all you loVe, and all you wifh poflcft ; 
No cenfur6 you-mc«r, conflmin'd to chuft^ 
PolTeft at once of pleafure and excule. 

CONST AN T lU S. 

Jf for my felf alone I would poifefsy 
'Twere fcnfual joy, and brutal happinefs : 
When moft we love, embracing and embrac'd. 
The particle fublime of blifs is plkc'd 
In raptures that we feel the ravifhM charmer tafte. 
Oriana, no— though certain death it brf, 
I *11 keep my wofd— I '11 die, or fet thee free. 
Haife, Lucius, hade, (bund loud our trumpets, call 
Our guard to atlns, though few, they *re Romans >1 
Now tremble, favage king ; a Roman hand 
Shall ne'ef be bound, that can a fword command. 
[As they go offy re-enter Celius hafiily, attended as hej 
CELIUS. 

Not to be found ! ihe muft, ihe (hall be found — 
l)ifperfe our parties, iearch our kingdoms round : 
Follow Condantius, feizehim, torture, kill. 
Traitor ! what vengeance I can have, I will: 
Well have thy gods, O Rome, fecur'd thy peace. 
Planted behind fo many lands and fcas. 
Of thou (hould'ft feel me, city, in thy fall. 
More dreadful than the Samnitc or the Gaut; 
But to fupply and.recompenfe this want, 
licar, O ye guardians of our ifle, and grant 
'.a . T 
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That wrath may rife, and ibife inmioital oaat 

Betwixt the gods of Britain and of Rome. '£r^, 

{Tbefcene cbangH to a fine oftmis mad iu f int ; xrt tai 

-women chained in rows oppojke t9 each tit&i in t%efrttt ^ 

the captives Flartfian ami CmfawiM. A gBMrd if idMOti, 

JPlaitttive miiJitL 

To.be fling by a CapbTe King. 

Look down ye powers, look, domiy 

And^caft a pitying eye 

Upon a monarch's mifcry. 
Look down, look down. 
I who but now, on thrones of gold. 
Gave laws to kingdoms uncoccrol'd^ 

To empire born, , 

From empire torn, 

A wretched flarcy 

A wretched flaic. 
Am now of ilaves the (com. 

Alas F the (miles of fortone profe 
As variable as woman's love. 

Look down, ye powers, lookdown^ 
And caft a pitying eye 
Upon a monarch's milery. 
Look down, look down. 
Avenge affronted majefty. 
Avenge, avenge, avenge, 
Adfront^ majefty. 

) T4 By 
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By a CaptiTc Lo^r. 

The happie^ mortals eoce were we^ 
I lov'd Myniy Myta me ; 

Each defirous ef the. bleffingy. 

Nothing wanting but pofleffing y 
I lov'd Myra, Myra me, 
The happieft mortals once were we,. 
But fince cruel' fates diffever. 
Torn from love, and torn, for twcr,. 

Tortures end me, 

I>eath befriend me ; 
Of all paiBSy the greateft paih- 
Is to lovcj, and love in vain. 

By ft Captive Libertine*. 
L 

Plague us not with idle (lories. 
Whining loves, and fenfelefs glories^ 
What are lovers, what are kings. 
What at beft but Aaviih things ! 

II. 
Free I liv*d as Nature made me. 
Love nor Beauty durft invade me,. 
No rebellious Have bretray*d me. 
Free I liv'd as Nature made me. 

III. 
Each by turns, as fenfe infpir'd me, 
Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, fir'd me j 
I alone have loft true pleaflire, 
Freedom i% xLtoul^ treafure, ' 



Chon 
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Chorus of Daemons^ es^refling Horror and Deipair» 

Ccafe, ye flaves, your fruitlefs grieving: 
No, no. 
The powers below 
No pity know.. 
Ceafe> ye fiaves, yoor fruide&girieving i 
Noy no. 
The powers below 
No pity know, 
Ceaie, ye fiaves, your frnitlefs grieving. 
[Flor. to Cor.] To tailc of pain^ and yet ^ gaze ei» 

Aec, 
Ta/neet, and yet to mownr, bat ill agree. 
Well may the brave contend, the wiie contrive. 
In vain againU their ftars the defiin'd firive. 

COR ISAlfDA. 
So to th' appointed grove, the feather'd pair 
Fly chirping oir, unwatchful of the inarr, 
Purfutng love, and wing'd with amorous though^ 
The wanton couple in one toil are caught. 
In the fame cage in mournful notes complaiir^ 
Of the fiime ^e, and curie perfidious men. 

CAPTIVES* 
O heavens, take pity of our pains. 
Let death give freedom from our chains. 
[Fhurijb oftnftruments of horror. Enter Armkn vnth aiag- 
^tr in ber band, atttnMljmfermJJ^irits, 
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ARCABOK. 
Your VOWS have reach'd the gods; your chains and 

breath . ' 

Have the fame date- 
Prepare for freedom, for I bring jroH death. 
He who fo oft' has 'fcap*d th' aflaults of hell, 1 

Whom yet nodfpjeili coulE bind» no force could quell, \ 
By whom fo many bold enchanters fell { J 

Amadis, Amadis, this joyful day. 
Your guardian deity himfelf 's our prey. 
From all their dungeons let our captives come, 
Illk fpe^bators of their hero's doom. 
[Other dungeons open, and dlfcover more captives in cbatsi 
•COR rs Alf D A. 

On me, oOft me, let every vengeance fall. 
Make me the vi£Hm to atone for all. 

FLO* E S T A K-. 

Rather on me let all your fury bend. 

But fave, O fave mymiftrefs and my friend, 

^- A R c A B o N. 

As foon the lionefs (hall ftarve, to ipare 
Her prey— Behold the facriBce appear. 
[ji traverfe is drawn, difcoveriug Amadis in chains. Arctiu 

advancing bajiiiy toftab him, ft arts and ft ops. 
Thou dy'ft— what ftrange and what refiftlcfs channs, 
With fccrct force, arrefts my lifted ami ? 
What art thou, who with more than magic art 
Doft make my hand unfaithful to my bean ? 

AMADIS 



\ 
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' AMADI S. 
One who; diiHaining mercy, fucs lo die ; 
I a(k , not life, for life Were cruelty. 
Of all the wretched, fcarch the world around, » 

A mort; unhappy nfcver can be found. 
I^ct loofe thy rage, like an avenging god. 
Fain would my foul encumbtfr'd caft her load. 

AR C ABO X. 

In every feature of that charming face. 
The dear enchanter of my foul I trace : 

[^AJidc, ohferving Hnu 
My brother ! had my fether too been kill'd ; 
Nay, my whole race, his blood fhould not be ipiU'd. 
The ties of nature do but weakly movt. 
The ilrongcft tie of nature, is in love, 

[Stands gazing upon htn^; 
^ A M A D 1 S. 

c3*norellan ! I fee fliofe chains with Ihame, * 

Which I could not prevent— O ftain to fameT 

O honour loft for ever I Thefeus fell. 

But Hercules remain*d unconquer'd ftill. 

And freed his friends— What man could do, I did, 

Kor was I overpowerM, but betrayed. 

O my lov'd friend ! with better grace wc ftood 

In arms repelling death, wading in blood 

To victories ; the manly limbf that trokl 

Firm and ereft, beneath a treble load 

Of ponderous maii> thefe fhameful bonds difdains. 

And fmks beneath th' inglorious ^gbt of chains. 

• ...» . %.'8\-^'-> 
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•FLO RES TAN. 
Where ihall the brave and good for refuge run, 
Wh^ to be virtuous is to be undone ? 
Sure Jupitev 's depos*d, , fame giant rules 
An impious world, contrived for koaves and* fools* 

A HC A BO IT. 
He ipoke, and every accent to my heart 
Gave a frefh wound, and was anodicr dart r 
He weeps — but reddens at the tears diat fall— | 
Is it for tbefe > Be quick, and free *cm all. 

ITbrows arway her it^ 
Let every captive be rdcas*d from chaina : 
How is it that I love, if he complins > 
Hence every grief, end every anxious care,. 
Mix with the feas and winds, raife tempelU- there r 
Strike all your firings, to joyful meafure move^ 
And every voice found liberty and love. 
IFlourtJh of all the muftck. The captives m-tjn at Tihert], 
iobonfrca Ama£s htrfclf, 

SONG. 

Liberty f Liberty \ 
Ah how fweet is Liberty f 
Arm, arm, the generous Britons cry. 
Let us live free, or let us die. 
Trumpets founding, banners flying. 
Braving tyrants, chains defying \ 
Arn^ arm, the generous Britons cry. 
Let us> live free, or let us die. 

Liberty \ XS^^x\ \ 
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Anodier Voice* 

HajYpy ifle, all ]oys polTeiHng, 

Clime refembling heaven above, 
Freedlotn 'tis that orowns thy bleffing^ 

Land of Liberty and Love ! 
Wheh the.aymphs, to cum complainings 

Set thett (elves and lovers free, 
In the bleffing of obtaining. 

Ah ! how fweet is Liberty ! 

Fifth Dance of Captives. 

Flosxstan and Corisanda nm into jeacho^ef'^ 
Arms. 

TLOR£.8TAN^« 
In this enchanting circle let roe. 
For ever and for ever bound with thee. 

c o R X s A N D a; 
Life of my life, and charmer of my hear^ 
From thefe embraces let us never part. 

plore^tan. 

Never, O never In fomc (afe retreat, 

Far from the noife and tumult of ^e great* 
Secure and happy on each other's breaft, 
Within each dthcr's arms we'll ever reft : 
Thofeeyes fhall make my days ierene and bnght, 
Theieanns, thy circling loniid 4Be^ bids the night. 
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Arcabon advances with Amadis, the reft ftand in 
Rows, bowing as they advance, 

ARCABON. 

When rage like-mine makes fuch a fudden pauie, 
Methinks 'twere cafy to divine the caufe : 
Soldiers, though rough, may in a lady's fece 
The fecret meaning of her blu(hcs trace. 
When fliort-breath'd fighs, and catching glances, (ent 
From dying eyes, reveal the kind intent. 
All day in War's rude hazards take delight. 
But Love and gentler pleafures rule the night, 

A M A D I S. 

The lords "of fate, who all our lots decree,* 
Have dcftin'd Fame no other joy for me, 
My fuUen ftars in that one circle moA'c, 
The happy only are ordain'd for love. 

ARCABON. 

The ftars that you reproach my art can force, 

I can direft thcyn co a kinder courfc. 

What conquei*d nations, driven from the field. 

Can pleafe your pride like tender maids that yield ? 

What found lo fweet or ravifliing, can move 

Like the foft whifper of conicnting love ? 

Wliat fpoils of Fame, what trophies, have the channs 

Of Love, triumphant in a virgin's arms ? 

Freely as Nature made the treafure mine. 

And boldly rifle all, each gem is thine 4 

Unguarded fee the maiden cafket ftand, 

Giiid of thc^hcft, to court the robber's hand j 

Honour 
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Honoi:^ bis wonted watch do longer keeps. 
Seize quickly, ibldier, while the dragon flceps. . 

A M A D I 8* 

Enchanting, are your looks, lefs magic lies 

In your myfterious art than in your eyes ; 

Such melting language claims a foft return. 

Pity the hopelefs love with which I bum : 

Tail bound already, and not free to chufe, 

I prize the bleffing which I muft refuic. 
AJlCABO^r• 

Thofe formal lovers be for ever curlV, 

Who fettcr'd free-born love with honour firft. 

[Turning aninly ajide. 

Who through fantallic laws are Virtue's- fooltt 

And againft Mature will be (laves to rule?. 

How cold he ftands, unkindling at my charmt ! 

[phfervifii ^^' 

Thou rock of ice, I '11 melt thee in my arms. 

[To Hm gently. 
Your captive friends have freedom from this hourf . 
Kejoicefor them, but for thyielf much more^ 
Sublimer bleffings are referv'd for thee. 
Whom Glory calls to be pofTefs'd of me. 
The (hipwrcck'd Greeks, caft on iExa's Oiore, 
With trembling fteps the dubious coaft explore ; 
Who firft arrive, unworthy of regard. 
In vain lament, unpity'd and unheard : 
]^ut when UlyfTes, with majeftic mien, 
Ajpproach'd the throne where fat th* Enchamrels Queen, 
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Flcas*d with a preience that invades her channs. 
She takes the bold adventurer in her arms. 
Up to her bed (he leads (the conqueror on. 
Where he enjoysthe Daughter ef the Suh« 

IJSbe leads Amaiis ouL Flotefian ant Cortfanda go tf:together^ 
looking hack -with concern after AmaHu The remmm^ 
Captives exprefi their joy fir Berty -with fings aniiaaceSf 
laith vfhich the aB concludes. 

C H Q JL V S. 

T. 

' ^o Fortune give immortal praiie. 
Fortune dcpofes, and can raifej 
Fortune the captives chains does breaks 
And brings defpairing exiles back} 
However low this hour we fall. 
One lucky moment may mend all. 

II. 
"*Tis Fortune governs all below : 
The Statefman*s wiles, the Gamefter's dm)w. 
The Soldier's fame, the Merchant's gains^ 
The Lover's joy, the Prifoner's chains, 
Are but as Fortune (hall bcflow | 
"'TIS Fortune governs all below, 

^ixch Dance of Captives to the Chonu. 

ACT 
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ACT IV. . 6 C E N E 1, * 
SCENE. A Grove, &C. ' 
Enter Arcabon and Arcalaus. 

A R C A B O N. 

TT I S firft excufes I to forms allow'd, 
•*-•*■ And deem'd them policy before the qrovyd; 
But when alone, in ihades where lovers hide. 
Death ! hell ! and furies ! then to be deny'd ! 

ARCALAUS, 

Of women tyrants *tis the common doom. 
Each haughtily fets out in beauty's bloom. 
Till, late repenting, to redeem the pad, 
You turn abandon' d proflitutes at laft. 

ARCABON. 
Who hate declares, is fure of hate again ! 
Rage begets rage, difdain provokes difdain : 
Why, why, alas, fhould love lefs equal prove ? 
Why is not love retum'd with mutual love } 

A R C A L A U 8, 

Blcffings when cheap or certain we defpife, 
From fure pofTellion what defire can rife > 
Love, like ambition, dies as 'tis enjoy'd. 
By Doubt provok'd, by Certainty dcflroy'd. 

ARCABON, 

' To govern love, alas ! what woman can ! 
Tct 'tis an cafy province to a man* 
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Why am I then of hope abandon 'd quite } 
There is a cure — I 'd aik it — if I might. 
Forgive me/ brother, if f. pry too far ; 
I've learnt— my rival is your pri/bner here : 
If that be true-—' 

A & c A L A u s. 
What thence would you infer ? 

Ak C ABON. 

What but her death — When Araadis is free. 
From hopes of her, there may be hope for me. 

ARCA LAUS. 
Thou cloud to his bright June; foolj^ &all he 
Who has lov'd her ever defcend to thee ? 

A R c A B o N. 
Much vainer fool art thou ; where are tho(e channs 
That are to tempt a princefs to thy arms } 
Thou Vulcan to Oriana's Mars. 

ARCALAUS. 

But yet. 
This Vulcan has that Mars within his net. 
Your counfel comes too late, for 'tis decreed, 
To make the woman fure, the man Ihall bleed. 

AR C ABO N. 

Fiiil pcrifh thou ; earth, air, and leas, and Iky, "j 
Confounded lu one heap of chaos lie; I 

And every other living creature die ! J 

I burn, I burn, the ftorm that *s in my mind 
Kindles my heart, like fires provok'd by wind : 
Love and relentment, wilhcs and difdain, 
Bicw all at onct, VvV.^ >Kliakds that plough the main. 
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Mriesy A1e6h>, aid my juft defign 2 
But if, averfe to mercy, you decline 
The pious taiky aflift me, powers divine s 
Juft gods, and thou dieirkingi imperial Jove, 
Strike whqm you pleaie, but iave the man I lore. 

fhe SCENE thMgfsio a fteafkni garden, Oriana fiting 
M M hvfer at ibe lower part of the fcene^ li/hning to fift 
mafic, Anatatu enters bowing reJpeBiv^lys fie rifrs ; 
tbey advsnie flowly towarJt tbe fiage in mute di/eour/e^ till 
tbe mufic eeafes. 

arcaz.au s. 

of freedom loft> unjufUy you complain, 

Bom to command wherc-e*er you come, you rei;;n 1 

)*^o fetters here you wear, but others bind. 

And not a prifony but an empire find, 

O K I A N A. 

Death 1 expefb, and I defire it too« * 
•Tis all the mercy to be wiflx'd from you* 
To die is to be free : , Oh let me 6nd 
A ipecdy death ; that freedom would be kiml. 

ARCALAtJS. 
Too cruel to fufpcft fuch ills were Incanr, 
Here is no death but what your eyes prcfcnt : 
9 may they reign, thofe arbiters of fate^ 
Immorul, as the loves that they create. 
We know the caufe of this prepoftcrous grief, 
And we fliould pity were there no relief: 
3nc lover loft, have you not millioYis more > 
San you complain of want, whom all adore > 

U z ^"^ 
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All hearts are yours, even mine, that, fierce and fitCf 
Ranging at large, difdain'-d oapeivity ; 
Caught by your charms^ «be iavage trembling IkSf 
And proibate in his chain for mercy dies. 

OKIAVjU 

Refpefb is limited to power alone, 1 

Beauty diftrefV, like kings from empire thrown, [ 
* Bach iniblent invades, regardlefs of "u frown. J 

How art thou chang'd, ah wrttthed princefs J wrw, 
When every Have that loves dares tcli thee fo. 

ARCALAirs. 
If I do love, the fault is in your eyes. 
Blame them that wound, and not the flave that dies: 
If wc may love, then fure we msty declare ; 
If we may not, ah why are you fo feir ? 
Who can behold thofe lips, that neck, this waift. 
That form divine, and not be mad to tafte ? 

O R I A N A. 

Pluck out thefe eyes, revenge thee on my face. 
Tear off my cheeks, and root up every grace, 
Disfigure, kill me, kill me inftantly. 
Thus may'll thou free thyfelf at once, and me, 

A RC AL AU S. 

Such ft range commands 'twere impious to obey, 
I would revenge myfclf a gentler way. 

[Takes her hy the hand^ Jbe f notches it away difiainfulhit ^ 

turns furttly uj^on her. 
Some hope there is that you may change your mind; 
Madam, you have not always been unkind. 

O&IANAc 
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a S I A N A. 

ome whirlwind bear me from this odicfus place, 
.^rth open, wide, and bury my difgrace j 
ave me, ye powers, from Violence and fhame, 
Lflift my virtue, and protect my fame. 

AKCALAUS. 

,ove with fubmiffion firft begins in courfe 5 

►ut, whdn that fails, a fure referve is force ; 

The nicefl dames, who our embraces fhun, 

Vait only a pretence, and force is one : 

he who through frailty yields, diflionour gains, 

(ut ihe that 's forc'd, her innocence retains : 

>ebtors and (laves for favours they beftow, 

nvading, we are free and nothing owe. 

^o ties of love or gratitude conflrain, 

Jut as we like, we leave, or come again. 

t Ihall be fo— iJJtde. 

incc fofter arguments have prov'd in vain, 

•*drce if the lafl, reiift it if you can. 

[Seizes brr, Jbe firuggUs and breaks from Mm* 
O R I A N A* 

Jclp, help, ye gods ! 

A R CALAU S. 
tVlio with fuch courage can reiift defire, 
tV ith what a rage fhell love when raptures fire ! 
behold in chaiqs your van^fh'd minion lies, 
^d, if for nothing but this fcom, he dies. 

U 3 \^Atnal!^ 
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(Trutnp/ts fjund on ArcaborCi fide, *whtch are mifwerei o» 
Urganda*s, The grove appears in an inftent alt in a flame. 
Fountains from below caft up fire as in Jpouts ; a rain tf 
fife fr%m abwe. The jky darkened the while. Thunder 
and lightning. Demons range them/elves on the ftage by 
Arcalaui', other damons face Urganda*s Jpirifs in the' mtf 
Arcalaus advances before Ins party v/ith Us fw9rd drawn to 
Amadis. , 

AB.CALAUS. 
Let heaven and hell ftand neuter, while wc try. 
On equal terms, which of tis two iball die. 

[Arcalaus and Amadis engage at the head of their parties : 
a fight at the fume time in the air, and upon the ftage t 
martial niufic the -while, mixed -with inftrumenis of horror t 
thunder and Rghtniyig, The dxmons are overcome ; . Ar* 
calaus falls. 

AMADIS* 

Thou might*ft have learnt more policy from hell, 
Tlian tempt the fword by which thy brother fell. 

\To Arcalans fnOiag. 
U R G A N D a; 
Sound tunes of triumph, all ye winds, and bear 
Your notes aloft, that heaven and earth may hear; 
And thou, O Sun, Ihine out fercne and gay, 
And bright, as when the giants loft the day. 

[The fl:y dears f ard tuna of triumph refound from oH parts 
cf the thcutre. Amadis approaches Oriana, hoit'ing refpeB- 
fulij. Arcahon tic -while fiands j'ullen and oljerving. 

AMADIS* 
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A M A D I 8» • 

While Amadis Oriana's love polTeft, 

Secure of empire in that beauteous brcaft, 

Not Jove, the king of gods, like Amadis was blcft. 

O R I A N A. 

While to Oriana Amadis was true. 

Nor wandering flames to diftant climates drew. 

No heaven, but only love, the pleas'd Oriana knew. 

AMADIS. 

Tliat heaven of love, alas ! is mine no more, 
Graving thofe powers by whom (he falfcly fwore. 
She to Conilantius would thofe charms refign. 
If oaths could bind, that fhould be only mine. 

ORIANA. 

With a feign'd fal(ehood youM evade your part 
Of guilt, and tax a tender faithful heart : 
While by fuch ways you'd hide a confcious flame^ 
The only virtue you have left is Shame. 

[Tamini difdainfully from htm. 
AMADIS. 

But Ihould this injured vafTal you reje£): 
Prove true, all what return might he expert ? 

[^Approaching tenderly, 
ORIANA. 

Though brave Confttntius* charms, with every art. 
That can entice a tender virgin's heart. 
Whether (he (hines for glory or delight. 
To tempt ambition, or enchant the fight 5 
Were An»adis rcftor'd to my cfteem, 
I would rejedl a deity for him. 

A'ma.\)\\* 
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A M A D I S. 

Though falfe as watery bubbles blown by wind, 
Fix*d in my foul and rooted in my mind, 
I love Oriana, faithlefs and unkind : 
Oh were (he kind, and faithful as (he 's faiff 
For her alone I'd live, and die for her. 

rUGANDA. 
A,^oum thefe murmurs of unquiet lovr. 
And from this fccne of rage and fate remove* 
Thy empire, Arcabon, concludes this hour. 
Short is the date of alt flagitious power $ 
Spar*d be thy life, that thou may'ft living bear 
The torments of the damn'd in thy defpair. 
IVhcrc Zephyrs only breathe in myrtle groves> 
There will I lead you to debate your loves. 
[Urganda takes Ortana's bandy leading ber out*. As Am 
is folloiuingy Arcabon takes bim by tbe robe* 
ARCABON. 

What, not one look ! not one di^cmbling fmilc. 
To thank me for your life ! or to beguile 
Defpair ? Cold and ungrateful as thou artv 
Hence from my fight for ever, and my heart. 

[Lets go ber hold -with an air ofcoutem 
Back, foldicr, to the camp, thy proper fphcre;. 
Stick to thy trade, dull hero, follow war. 
Ufcicfs to women ; thou mere imager meant 
To raife defire, and then to difappoipt. 

[^Anmdagou 9 
So ready to be gone,— Barbarian » fUy-^-«. 
He > gone, and Love returns, and Fride gives way* 

( 
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Oh Hay, come back — Horror and hell ! I bum ! 
I rage ! I rave ! I die t — ^Retuniy return. 
Eternal racks my tortuf'd bofiMB tear, 
. Vultures with endlefs pangs are gnawing tfaere^ 
Fury ! diftra^on ! I am all deipair. 
Burning with love, may'A thou ne'er aim st blifs. 
But thunder fhake thy limbs, and Kghtntng blaft thy kifs. 
While pale, aghafl, a ipe6b:e I fiand by. 
Pleas 'd at the terrors that dillra£^ thy joy : 
Plague of my life ! thy want of power ihall be 
A curfe to her, worfe than ^y fcom to me« 

CHORUS. 

The battle 's done. 

Our wars are over. 
The battle's done. 
Let laurels crown 
The heads that rugged fteel did cover. 
Let myrtles too 

Bring peace for ever. 
Let myrtles too 
Adorn the brow 
That bent beneath the warhke beaver* 
Letkifles, embraces. 

Dying eyes, and kind glances, 
J^t kifles, 'embraces. 
And tender careffes, 
Give warmth to our amorous trances • 

Let 
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Let titiii&fiett and tymbals. 
Let atabels and cymbals. 
Let drums and hautboys give over; 
. But let flutes 
And let lutes 
Oiir paflions excim 
To gentler deligUt, 
And every Mars be a lover. 

ACT V. SCENE L 

SCENE, Urganda*s Bower of Blifs; beings 
Reprefentation of Woods tock-Park. 

Enter Oriana and Amadis. 

o R [ A N A. 

TN my efteem he well dcferves a part, 

•■■ He (hares my praife, but you have all my heart: 

When equal virtues in the fcales are try'd. 

And jullice againft neither can decide, 

When judgment thus perplex'd fufpends the choice. 

Fancy muftfpeak, and give the calling voice : 

Much to his love, much to his merit 's due. 

But powerful inclination is for you. 

A M A D I s. 
Thou haft no equal, a fuperior ray 
Unrival'd as the light that rules the day. 
Should fame folicit me with all her charms, 
^Of blooming laurels, nor viftorious arms, ' 

Should 
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^hould purchaib but a ^aiaof tlir Mi^t 
X moment fjontke lapaircs ci dmjH^tu 
} OftlAVA* 

.Wrong mot mj Tntnc, to fuppofc that I 
Can grant to lore, idnt 4a^ mA dtoj t 
A father's wiU » waatiqe, aai flif hfCift 
Is rulM bjT glory, ^itm^hj Jotv p<tfi#< 
Rather tiisui be uMOihtful would ^ 
Nor can be yours, till doty cas cofliply^ 

. A M A D I S, 

Curil roles ! that thm the oobkft ior«> finpgr^ 
To uait the poeinfk hooioon of old a^ f 
Think not the lawfulnef) of tove conMt* 
In parents wilh^ or in the formt of ytvtSu $ 
Such are but liceas'd rapes , that wi^eaace dfaor 
From hea¥'n, howc'er appfoir'd by httWKUi bgr* 
Marriage the happieft bond of lo'ffc m:^ be. 
If hands were only join'd when hearts 2i%fcc. 

Enter UkGanoa and CoRi3A?(£>Ay FLOKZSTAXaA^ 

Aticndants. 

UR G AN D A. 
^ere faithful lovers to fare joys remove. 
The foft retreat of Glory and of Love. 
By fate prepar*d, to crown the happy hours 
Of mighty kings, and famous conquerors : 
The Bower of Blifs 'tis call'd, and n the fame 
Which mortals fhall hereafter Blenheim name^ 
Delicious feat, ordain'd a Iwect recefs 
For thee, and for a future Amadit. 
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Here, Amadisy let all your fufl&rings end; 
Before I brought a miftrefsy now a Mend, 
The greateft bleffings that the gods can fend. 

IPre/tHih^ Fhre/fsm, 
A. M A D X 8« 

O Florefian ! there wanted hot this more^ 
This ftridembtacey to make. my joys run o'er : 
The fight of thee does fuch vaft tian^sortt breed. 
That fcarce the ecftafies of love exceed. 

FLORS8TAN. 

If beyoad Love of Glory is a tafte 

Of pleafure, it is fure in Fnendfiixp plac'd. 

O R I A N A« 
My Corifandatoo ! 

Not Floreflan could fly with greater hafte 
To take thee in his arms : O welcome to my breaft. 
As to the lover's — 

CORI8 A M DA. 
O joy compleat ! 
Blcft day ! 
Wherein fo many friends and lovers meet. 

FLOR E S TAN. 

The florm blown over, fo the wanton doves^ 
Shake from their plumes the rain, and feck the groves 
Pair their glad mates, and coo eternal loves. 

A M A D IS. 
O Floreflan ! bleft as thou doft deferve, 
To thee the fates are kind, without referve. 
My joys arc not fo full; though Love would yield. 
Fierce Honour fbnds his ground, and keeps the field, 
5 Nature 
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Nature within, feduc'd, in vain befriends. 
While Honodr, with his guard of Pride, defends: 
O Nature firaul, and feulty in thy frame. 
Fomenting wifhes, Honour muft condemn ; 
Or O ! too rigid Honour thus to bind. 
When Nature prompts, and when Defire is kind. 

Enter Arcabon condu£ting Constantius, her 
Garments loofe and Hair difheverd, ieembg fiantick. 

ARCABOK. 
This, Roman, is the place : 'tis magic ground. 
Hid by enchantment, by enchantment found* 
Behold xpcm at our view diiToiv'd in fear; 
Two armies, are two lovers in deijpair* 
Proceed, be bold, and fcoming to entreat; 
Think all her ftrugglings feign'd, her cries deceit. 
Not creeping like a cur that fawns to pleafe, 
N<5r whine, nor beg — but like a Hon feize 2 
Kill him, and raviih her : for fo would I, 
Were I a man ; or rather let both die. 
The rape may pleafe— 
Each was difdain'd ; to equal rage refign 
Thy heart, and let it burn and blaze like mine. 
*Tis fweet to love ; but when with fcorn we meet. 
Revenge fupplies the lofs, with joys as great. 
[^ chariot defiends fwiftly drawn by dragons, into -which fio r»> 

ters at thefoUovflng lines : 
Up to th* etherial heavens where gods refide, 
1.0 ! thus I fly to thunder on thy fide. 
prhunder. The cbarioi mounts ia the air, and vanifies inii^ 

her. 
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CON 9 T AN T I U ft. 

Fly where thpu wUty butjoot to bleft ab9des. 
For know, where'*e'<er thou art, there are no gods, 

lJj>proacbis Oriana^ bovtii^ '"{jjptfffj 
I come not here as objeflt to affright. 
Or to moieft, but add tp your delight. , 
Behold a prince expiring in your view, 
Wtioft life 's a burthen to himfelf and you. 
Fate and the king all other means deny 
To fet you free, but thatConftantius die : 
A Roman arm had play'd a Roman's part. 
But 'tis prevented by my breaking heart : 
I thank you, gods, nor think my doom ievere, 
Refigning life, on any teims, for her. 

U RG AN D A. 

What cruel deftiny on beauty waits. 
When on one face depead fo many fates ! 
Confined by honour to relieve but one. 
Unhappy men by thoufands are undone. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

Make room, ye Decii, whofe devoted breath 
Secur'd your country's happinefs by death j 
I come a facrifice no lefs renown'd. 
The caufe as glorious, and as fure the wound. 

[Kiieeis at Oriana's feety Jhefeems C9Kt\ 
Oh Love ! with all thy fwcets let her be bleft, 
Thy reign be gentle in that beauteous breaft. 
Though thy malignant beams, with deadly force. 
Have fcorch*d my joys, and in their baneful courfc 
Withered each plant, and dry'd up every fource j 
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!A.h ! to Oriana fhine lefs fatal bright, 
Cherifli her heart, and nourilhher'delight, 
Reftrain each cruel influence that deftroys, 
"Blcfs all her days, ai^ ripen all her joys. 

\Amadi5 addrcjffing to Ccuftanilus. 
A M A D I S, 
'Where fortune usM to fmilc upon defert, 
'I^ove had been yours ; to die,, had been my part : 
Thus fate divides the prize ; rfhough beauty's mine, 
Yet fame, our other miftrefs, is more ihii>e. 

[Conjlantius r'lfes, looking ftcrnly upon hint. 
'Difdain not, gallant prince, a rival's praife, 
"Whom your high worth has humbled to confcfs 
'In every thing, but love, he merits lefs. 

C-DNSTANTIUS. 
i\rt thou that rival then ? O killing (hamc ! 
And has'he view'd me thus, fo weak, fo tamc ? 
Like a fcorn'd" captive proftratc at his fide. 
To grace his triumph, and ddight iiis pride ? 
O 'tis too much ! and nature in difdain 
Turns back from death, and firing every vein, 
Reddens with rage, and kindles life again. 
Be firm, my foul, quick from this fcene remove. 
Or madne(s elfe may be too ftrong for love. 
\^Draivi a dagger, and ftands between Amadis and Or'unajt 

■ facing Amadis. 

Spent as I am, and wcary'd with the weight 

Of burthen irig life r could rcverfe my fate, - 

TThus planted, ftand thy everlafting bar ; 
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[Si'iztng Amadisy halting the dagger at bis throat: At 

ftruggles for his /word. 
But for Oriana*s fake 'tis better here. 
[Looking hack upon Oriana, fiahs khnfelfi all run iofupfori 

O R I A >f if. 
Live, generous prince j fucb virtue ne'er fhould die 

CONSTANTl us. 
I *ve liv'd enough, of all 1 wifti poflcll. 
If, dying, I may leave Oriana bleil : 

>ior can I now recall my ftite 

Th' invader has too fure a footing found*. 

He fprcadshis troops, and covering all around. 

He marches unoppos'd : In every vein 

Fevers affault, and phrenfies burn my brain. 

The laft warm drop forfakes my bleeding heart : 

0)i Love ! how furc a murderer thpu art ! [i 

ORIANA. 

Thcix breaks the nobleft heart that ever burn'd 
In liamcs of love, for ever to be mourn'd. 

A M A D I S. 
I,»iv':(h tohim, you wrong an equal flame ; 
Hat! he been luv'd, my heart had done tlic fame. 

FLORESTAN. 
Oh emperor, all ages Ihall agree, 
Such, but more happy, (liould all lovers be. 
U R G A N D A. 

No lover now throughout the world remains 
But Amadis, delerving of your chains. 
Rcrtiove that mournful objed fi^m the fight. 

\Carrj off the i 
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Ere yon* bright beam is diadow'd o'er with ni^:::, 
The ftubbom king (ball licence your ddigbt ; 
The torch, already bright with nuptial fire. 
Shall bring you to the bridegroom you defirc ; 
And honour, that fo long has kept in doubt. 
Be better pleasM to yield, tlian to hold out. 

[Here an entertainment of mufick and Jaficiff^, 

To he Jung. 
M^ke room for the combat, make room, 

Sound the trumpet and drum, 
A fairer than Venus prepares 
To encounter a greater than Mars. 
Make room for the combat, make room, 

Sound the trumpet and drum. 
The gods of dfefire take part in the fray. 
And Love fits like Jove, to decide the great d^y. 

For the honour of Britain 
This duel is fought ! 

Give the word to begin, 

Let the combatants in j 
The challenger enters all glorious : 

But Love has decreed. 

Though Beauty may bleed. 
Yet Beauty Ihall ftill be vi6lorious. 

CHORUS. 

Make room for the combat, make room, 
Sound the trumpet and drum : 
A fairer than Venus prepares 
To encounter a greater tkan Mars. 

X a «. O^ ^. 
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SONG. 

Help ! help ! th* unpraftis'd conqueror cries ; 
He faints, he falls, help, help ! Ah me ! he dies*. 
Gently fhe tries to raife his head, 
And weeps, alas ! to find him dead. 

Sound, found a charge, *tis war again. 

Again he fights, again is flain ; 

Again, again, help, help ! fhe cries. 

He faints,- he falls, help, help : Ah me ! he dies. 

Another.^ 
Happy pair, '' 

Free from care. 
Enjoy the blefling 
Of fweet polTefling 
Free from care,^ 
Happy pair. 

Love inviting, 
Souls uniting, 

Defiring, 

Expiring, 
Enjoy the blcfling 
Of Iwcet poflefling 

Free from caie, 

Happy pair. 

Chorus Singing and Dancing. 

Be true, all ye lovers, whatever you endure ; 
Though ctud tl\e^aia i^ how fwect is the cure ! 
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So divine is the bleffing, 

In the hour of pofleffing, 

That one moment's obtaining 

Pays an age of complaining. 
Be true, all ye lovers, whate'er you endure ; 
Though cruel the pain is, how fweet is the cure f 

^Here enter tfvo parties from the oppoftte ftdes of the theatre^ 
-with lances' in their hands, marching to a warlike meafure 
' •f trumpets, &c. Then run a tilt, and, having broken or 
fitted their lances, form divers combats -with f-word and 
buckler. The conquerors dance a meafure, exprejpng their 
joy for viBory, • 

CHORUS to the Dance. 

Amadis is the hero's glory, 
Of cndicfs fame a lafting ftory : 
Amadis is the hero's glory. 

Oriana is the queen of pleafure, 
A light of love, to fhine for ever : 
Oriana is the queen of pleafure. 

XThe entertainment concludes with variety of fongs and dancesi 
gfter which the company rife and come forwards 

AMADIS* 

So Phcebus mounts triumphant in the ikies, 
The clouds difperfe, and gloomy horror flies j 
Darknefs gives place to the vi6ioriou9 light, 
And all around is gay, and all around is bright. 

ORIANA.' 
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O R I A N A. 

Our prefent joys are Tweeter for pad pain ; 
To heaven and love by fuffering we attain* 

U RG AN D A. 

Prophetic fury rolls within my breaf^. 
And as at Delphos, when the foaming prieft 
Full of his god, proclaims the diftant doom 
Of kings unborn, and nations yet to come ; 
My labouring mind fo ftruggles to unfold. 
On Britilh ground, a future age of gold ; 
Put lead incredulous you hear — behold. 

[Here a fcene reprffents the ^tfen, end all tie inum* 
her Majeftfs re'rgn. 

High on a throne appears the martial queen. 
With grace fublime, and with imperial mien. 
Surveying round her with impartial eyes. 
Whom to protefl, or whom fhe (hall chaflife. 
In every line of that aufpicious face 
Soft Mercy fmilcs, adorn*d with every grace. 
So angels look, and fo, when heaven decrees. 
They fcourge the world to piety and peace. 
* Emprefs and conqueror, hail ! Thcc, fates ord 
O'er all the willing world fole arbitrefs to reign : 
To no one people are thy laws confin'd, 
Great-Britain's queen, but guardian of mankind. 
Sure hope of all who dire oppreilion bear. 
For all th' oppreft become thy inftant caie. 
Nations of conquell proud, thou tara'ft, to free; 
Denouncing war, prefenting liberty ; 
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The viftor to the vanquifhM yields a prize* 
For in thy triumph their redemption lies ; 
Freedom and peace for ravilh'd fame you give. 
Invade to blefs, and conquer to relieve. 
So the fun fcorches and revives by turns. 
Requiting with rich metals where he burns. 

Taught by this great example to be juft. 
Succeeding kings Ihall well fulfill their truft| 
Difcord and war and tyranny fliall ceafc, 
And jarring nations be compt- ITd to peace ; 
Princes and dates, like fubjc6i:s, fhall agree 
To truft her power, fafe in her piety. 

If curious to infpe6i: the book of fate, 
You'd farther learn the deflin'd time and date 
Of Britain's glory, know, this royal dame 
From Stuart's race Ihall rife, Anna Ihall be her name. 



CON. 
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